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If youre as serious about 
value as you are about having 
fun, the all-new Mitsubishi 
Mighty Max is definitely your 


pickup. * 
nrony 9499 
this new Mitsubishi is any- 
thing but just another basic 
compact truck. 

For starters, Mighty Max 
gives you more standard 


STANDARD 
FEATURES 


MITSUBISHI 
MIGHTY MAX 


Serious fun ; 
for the money. ~ 


TOYOTA 
STANDARD BED 


aa ES 


features than Toyota, Nissan 
or Mazda. Also, consider its 
standard five-soeed manual 
overdrive transmission, its 
rugged double-wall cargo box 
and independent front sus- 
pension. Proof enough that 


Mighty Max likes to play tough. 


But when you add the 
comforts of a roomy sport 
bench seat, full carpeting, 


NISSAN 
HARD BODY 


MAZDA B2000 
STANDARD BED 


Tilt Steering YES 
Full Carpeting YES 
Tinted Glass YES 
Dual Mirrors YES 
Payload (Ibs.) 1620 


NO NO NO 
NO NO YES 
NO NO YES 
NO NO NO 

1400 


tinted glass and tilt steering 
all standard, you've not only 
got yourself a great drive... 
you've got yourself a great 
buy. And Mighty Max<is still 
priced lower than Toyota, 
Nissan or Mazda.** 

The new Mitsubishi Mighty 
Max. When youre ready for 
some serious fun for the 
money, It’s ready to kick up 
alittle dust. 


“Manufacturer's Suggested Retail Price. 


Actual price set by dealers. Tax, license, freight, 
dealer options and charges extra. 


**Manufacturer’s Suggested Retail Price comparison 


of base models. 


Mitsubishi. 


Perfecting the 
Experience. 


MITSUBISHI 
MOTORS 


NEW MIGH FY Wa 


BOGART S 


Music & Entertainment Every Night 


About the Cover 
Photon Warriors 
engage in mock 
combat at the 
Photon center in 
Fountain Valley. 


Cover photo by) =—_aaaaaaaaaee 
Steave Savage Ss : 
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Financial Consultant E. Daniel Dellicompagni 
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TWO ROOMS 
TWO BANDS 
TWO DANCE FLOORS 


Sunday 
THE ACTORS—"Five-For-It-Alll” All you can eat and drink (well, draft 
& wine) from 6 til 9 Plus Customer Appreciation Night with V.LP. 
Bartenders featuring Different Specials Every Week. 
Monday 
“DON PAUL and VCR” in the Main Room 
Tuesday 
“TWOFERS”, Two Drinks for the Price of One 
Wednesday 
ALL DRINKS $1.00 You Name It ... You Got It! 
Thursday 
DRAFT BEER DROWN. 25¢ Draft Beer 7-11 form $1.00 Well Drinks and 
Wine AllWNight Long. FREE MUNCHIES! 
Friday 
“HIGH FIVE” All You Can Eat (Full Buffet) and Drink (Well, Draft & Wine) 
$5.00 from 5 - 8 pm 


Lynne M. Allison Elaine E. Bigney 
Chris Callard Mary Ann De Gree 
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6288 East Pacific Coast Hwy. 
(Marina Pacifica Mall) 
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Department Stores 
Buffums 

JC Penney 
Montgomery Ward 
Women’s Shoes 
Fanfare Shoes 

Leed’s 

Malings 
Naturalizer West 
Upstage 
Specialty, Family and 
Children’s Shoes 
Buster Brown Shoes 
Footlocker 

Kinney Shoes 
Payless Shoe Source 
Second Sole 

Thom McAn 
Champion Shoes 


Women’s Apparel 
Casual Corner 
Contempo Casuals 
Foxmoor 

Limited Express 

The Great American 
Short Story 

The Happening 


Judy’s 
Lane Bryant 
Lerner’s 
The Limited 
Red Eye 
Wet Seal 
Woman's World Shops 
Modelia Fashions 


Men’s Shoes 

Hardy Shoes 

Kim's Shoes—Florsheim 
Regal Shoes 


Long Beach Plaza Is 


department stores. A 


Montgomery Ward. 
t’s the place to sh 


too. 


you. Every day of th 
and ready to share 


On Long 


BUNDLES OF FUN 


scale. With specialty stores. 


including Buffums, 


Long Beach Plaza . 


il 
(I 


downtown Long Beach. Phone: 


shopping on a grand 
Fun stores. Big 
II together 130 stores, 
JCPenney an 


op in downtown Long 
Beach. And it's the place to lunch or dine, 


_, it’s just waiting for 
e week. All wrapped up 
the excitement. 


| 


\" 


; 
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sHOPPING EXCITEMENT 
city STYLE 


Beach Blvd. & Pine between 3rd & 6th, 
913/435-8686. 


Family and Specialty Apparel Eyeglasses by Duty Free Shop 436-8708 
436-9841 ‘The Gap 435-2492 Dr. R.W. Emerson 437-7272 Godo Jewelers 432-4688 
590-8661 Gingiss Formalwear 432-2338 Eye Tech 436-0057 Paul Theodore's Private 
590-8866 Kids Mart 435-7961 Great Earth Vitamins 435-8484 Collection 436-2488 
Leather Plaza 435-4840 Great Expectations 491-0142 Ringmaker 435-3400 
435-7458 Loco Shirts 436-6445 Helen's Beauty Supply 432-5984 Solid Gold 435-0894 
590-8231 Miller's Outpost 436-8232 Paris Fashion Wigs 435-5801 Surry’s Jewelry Exchange 432-1001 
i Oshman's Sporting Goods 536-0244 ; Weisfield’s Jewelers 435-8053 
oe 6397 Parklane Hosiery Moe fear He ais 437-4753 Food Court-Fast Food 
eign Ss and Surf Shop 237.1973 Farr’s Hallmark & Stationers 436-5100 Fond ons ast Foods | oso5 
Men’s Apparel The Gift Chateau 432-8880 aah i y 
; Chico’s Mexican Cafe 435-4475 
Chess King 437-9365 = Lynns Hallmark 432-4411 Combo King 437-3266 
Cho's Men's Wear 436-4571 Wicks’N’Sticks 432-5484 Cozy Nook H tD 435-7882 
435-8491 Jack's Men's Wear 432-0318 sae egy nookilel evs 
432-8692 Mani Gi’ 137-4612 Household Furnishings Dimattia’s Pizza ; 435-8081 
7132-8569 _Park’s Menswear 137.2812 Deck The Walls 437-7424 Eagle's Lair Fish & Chips 436-3474 
436-8095 Zeidler & Zeidler 470030) eee West 435-6028 HotDog sues ge 
436-5578 : Furniture Trends 590-8119 The Ice Cream Bar 436-7446 
437-4428 Specialty Stores Prints Plus 732-9199 MIS. Field’s Cookies 437-3570 
436-6238 Animal House 432-4108 Video Concepts 432-4600 Pennebaker's Stick 'N Dip 437-8035 
balon Baokseiy 436-1030  Non-Retail Se Junction ee 
joker's Wild 437-2214 A i eriyaki House 5 
436-5275 —_Kay-Bee Toy & Hobby 590-8650 Meee es Service Center — 436-1049 Trojan sandwiches 432-3352 
437-9593 Memories 437.3223 rmed Forces Recruiting 
437-1134 Musica Latina 437-8566 SE ae 432-1035 Restaurants 
436-2797 — Musicland 137.4113 Bank of America Versateller Blanquita 436-3791 
Oshman's Sporting Goods 436-0244 Community Room Carl's Jr. 435-7870 
435-3488 Photomax 7135-3966 Gold Mine 437-0742 _Liile De France 432-8998 
436-6816 Pick A Posie 132-4007 GTE Bill Payment 1a Galette Patisserie Et Cafe 
432-3753 Radio Shack 436-9222 Paes 1-800-482-6711 Sharro’s 
436-1300 Ritz GTE Phone Mart 436-1976 ; 
732-8930 Toy BOX 437-6991 H &R Block F 432-5204 Specialty Foods 
432-7877 Waldenbooks 135-8977 Long Beach Art Association Hot Sam 436-1170 
735-1343 The Wherehouse 132.9329 Gallery 435-5995 Ilona’s Treats 437-1834 
435-4884 Long Beach Plaza Molly Pitcher Pies 435-5525 
437-3108 Health and Beauty Management Office 435-8686 ‘Mrs. Powell's Cinnamon Rolls 436-7471 
Castle Nail 436-9600 Moore Business Center 436-1400 ‘The Original Great American Chocolate 
Command Performance 435-2719 Security Pacific National Bank Chip Cookie Company 7-3189 
Crown Beauty Supply 432-7952 Readyteller Grand Donuts 436-5207 
432-1162 cvs 590-8220 Wade West Research 435-0888 
732-8505 Elegante Hair Design 590-8246  Jewelr Packaged Food 
735-8492 Elegante School of Beauly 7435-7946 Claire’ Vise 435-5340 Culpeppers Popcorn 432-6261 
Eye Center 436-9829 laire’s Boutique 35-5340 General Nutrition Center 437-9715 
Continental Fine Jewelry 437-1871 — Hickory Farms 491-0733 
Daniel's Jewelers 432-4412 Morrow's Nut House 590-0275 
See’s Candies 435-8493 
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Editor’s Note 


| asked three of our writers if they 
thought our society is becoming 
more militaristic. They responded 
with articles that addressed three 
contemporary phenomena. Peter 
Gannon followed the CSULB ROTC 
to their annual Ranger Challenge. 
Rich Mannino went and played 
Photon, one of the new wargames of 
today. And Teresa Roche went shop- 
ping at several toy stores in search of 
the popular war toys parents are buy- 
ing their kids. We leave it up to you 
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to decide whether there is such a cur- 
rent running in today’s society. 

On the lighter side, Mark Mul- 
queeney examines our love and 
hatred of answering machines; Elaine 
Bigney investigates the mystery 
behind M & M's; Bruce Fordyce 
goes down and out in Orange Coun- 
ty’s party scene; Chris Callard inter- 
views the fictional poet Leonard 
Runkle; and Sara Leventhal uses the 
campus gardens to show off some 
summer fashions. 

In addition, our Watch section 


features an interview with Reverend 
Jesse Jackson, and also includes 
stories ranging from how to get 
started in cycling, to understanding 
the campus financial aid process. 

In a side note, the current staff of 
UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE would like 
to congratulate last year’s staff on 
winning a record 17 awards in the 
California Intercollegiate Press 
Association competition—more than 
the second, third and fourth-place 
finishing schools combined. Con- 
gratulations on a job well done! 
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appin’ 
with Jackson 


The sunrise was beautiful April 6, when 
we joined the March on Sacramento for 
Education. Sponsored by the African-Black 
Student Statewide Alliance (ABSSA), the 
California Statewide Movimiento Estudiantil 
Chicano de Azlan (MEChA), and the Asian 
Pacific Student Union (APSU), the event 
was extremely well organized and flowed 
very smoothly. 

At first there was only the welcoming 
committee, with limos waiting in the hot 
morning sun, but no Jesse Jackson. His 
plane had been delayed in Chicago. Even in 
the late twentieth century, connections are 
hard to make...and keep. 

When Reverend Jackson finally arrived, 
he graciously introduced himself and put us 
at ease. The whole thing seemed like a 
movie. There we were in the middle of his 
entourage, complete with uniformed sheriffs 
and body guards, and Reverend Jackson 
couldn’t move a muscle without 15 shadows 
mirroring his motions. We left the airport 
and went on to the Capitol, where we were 
ushered in through a private entrance, 
escorted into the private elevator and rushed 
to the office of Willie Brown, Speaker of the 
Assembly. Assemblywoman Maxine Waters 
joined us. 

While Waters and Jackson chatted with 
Brown, I overheard Jackson’s assistant on 
the phone with one of the ‘‘March on 
Sacramento’’ leaders. It was now 12:30 
p.m., and the march should have started at 
noon. The question was, should they get 
started and meet Jackson at the steps of the 
Capitol? Or should they wait? 

Reverend Jackson was called out of the 
meeting to decide. “‘We’ll have to cut this 
short,’” he said to his assistant. ‘‘I want to 
march with the students. I want to show 
my support for them.”’ 


We were a little impressed. Jesse had just 
cut short a meeting with two of California’s 
political powerbrokers to walk ten blocks in 
the hot sun with a bunch of students. Not 
too shabby. 

We left for the cars in the company of two 
very supportive women, Deborah Williams 
and Marcia Wylie, who suggested we just 
jump right into our hoped-for interview. So 
we did just that, slipping into a limo bet- 
ween Jackson and Waters, and the drivers 
starting their engines. ‘‘Excuse me, Rev. 
Jackson, would you mind answering a few 
questions?”’ 

“‘Not at all,young lady.”’ 

UM: What do you think the role of Black 
college students should be? Do you think 
they should be more politically active? 

JJ: You must be politically active because 
you are a student...the act of being a student 
is a political act. Black students, therefore, 
must register to vote and must forge coali- 


tions with others in the same or similar cir- 
cumstances. And you maximize coalition- 
forging by determining vital areas of com- 
mon concern. What are they? Reducing tui- 
tion for students. Increasing teacher and 
faculty pay and support. Reducing the 
nuclear arms race both to make the world 
safer on the one hand, and to free-up money 
to finance education, health and housing on 
the other....We need to fight for pay equity 
for women because it’s morally right-- 
because people should get paid for the work 
they do...and because it’s a way of stabilizing 
our families. So there is a gamut of issues 
that Blacks have in common with others. 
This is why coalition-forming is so impor- 
tant. But you can’t 
unregistered. 


lead a coalition 


UM: So students have to register to 
vote? 

JJ: It certainly is a contradiction to be 
fighting for Mandela’s right to vote and you 
don’t exercise your own....Whenever the 
student generation has come alive, America 
has moved forward. Demand that America 
educate its children. There is something 
wrong when the school rolls go down and 
the jail rolls go up....Education is not a social 
program. It is a national defense act. 

UM: It’s been said that racism is alive and 
well in the military. That, as a result, a 
disproportionately high rate of Black men 
are being jailed and given dishonorable 
discharges.... 

JJ: In the military and in domestic life we 
must challenge racist behavior and demand 
that the Justice Department and the Pen- 
tagon commit themselves to equal protec- 
tion under the law. Target racism because 
racism threatens to demoralize our military 
forces and therefore threatens our national 
security. 

UM: But what effect will this have on 
education? 

JJ: A four-year scholarship to a state 
university costs less than $30,000, but those 
same four years at Soledad on a penitentiary 
scholarship will cost more than $150,000. 
Let’s choose schools over jails and give our 
minds a chance. When education is cut, op- 
portunity is cut, and what Governor George 
Deukmejian is doing, and President Reagan 
is doing, is threatening the very essence of 
the American Dream. 

UM: As a minister, how do you feel 
about the ‘‘Holy Wars,’’ Jim Bakker and all 
the bad press religion is getting-do you 
think that it will have any effect on how you 
are received? 

JJ: No, it’s not their religion that has got- 
ten them in trouble, as much as their 
politics. These TV evangelists are so pro- 
South Africa, pro-overthrow-the- 
government, that they are dispassionate 
towards poor people. And the poor people 
they drain are the least likely to serve and 
support in a fundamental way. In a religious 
sense--in the sense that Jim Bakker has 
broken the law and his material kingdom 
must be accountable--that’s another ques- 
tion. I’m concerned, not so much about the 
personal skullduggery as I am about the 
religious-right cloaking itself in the flag 
behind Bible-pushing Fascist ideas that tend 
to polarize the nation. English only, for ex- 
ample, is arrogant....Jesus never spoke 
English....(These ministers) couldn’t even 
talk to Jesus...he would be talking to them 
through an interpreter....Most people in the 
world speak a language other than English. 
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To the extent that we’re a superpower--it is 
in our national interest to be able to speak 
the languages of the peoples of the world. 


* Ok Ok 


The limo suddenly stopped. Our inter- 
view was too soon over. After the quick 
thanks were given, we jumped out and join- 
ed the march. 

The sun blazed straight down into our 
faces. Jackson took his place front and 
center with Waters to his right and the rest 
of us blending into the crowd. Ms. Molina 
was walking right. behind him holding her 
little boy--he was no more than five--by the 
hand; Jackson bent over asking him if he 
wanted a ride and little Renaldo agreed. We 
thought the reporters would eat this: up. 
Sure enough, that’s the shot all the papers 
ran the next day. 

After ten blocks we turned on the street 
that led up to the Capitol steps, which we’ll 
count as two more blocks. Since our boots 
were not made for walking, we were about 
ready to pass out in the sweltering heat. The 
only thing that kept us going was sheer ex- 
citement and the fear of being trampled. 

When Jackson was called upon to speak, 
he erupted into a powerful address in 
attention-getting rhyme. His lyricism quick- 
ly stirred the crowd, and they began 
shouting, ‘“‘Run Jesse Run, Run Jesse 


Run.”’ 
We got caught behind the restraining 


rope without a press pass and we needed 
some pictures. It seemed hopeless until 
Wylie came back for us and steered us 
toward the rear of the platform. Then we 
were roughly grabbed from behind by a big 
guard who noticed our lack of identification. 
He snatched me so hard I was almost air- 
borne, pulling Wylie with me. Wylie and 
one of Jackson’s bodyguards persuaded him 
to let us go, which he reluctantly did. 

By then Jackson was behind closed doors 
with legislators and unavailable to us. 
Jackson’s assistant shifted restlessly outside 
the Senate Chambers, as though he didn’t 
want to be late for the next engagement. 
That next destination turned out to be Las 
Vegas, where Marvelous Marvin Hagler 
and Sugar Ray Leonard would be. squaring 
off in a few hours. 

Jackson’s assistant rushed into the room 
and Jackson followed him out. We were all 
off and running again. Down to the cars and 
back to the airport. Freeway driving can be 
so easy with a police escort. 

Jackson said goodbye from the waiting 
plane, then told his assistant, who hadn’t 
smiled all day, not to worry. They would be 
on time for the fight. The guy flashed us his 
first smile of the day and got on the plane. 
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WATCH 


ot Just Another 
Pair of Wheels 


Gerry Drexler 


Before Lenny became serious about cycl- 
ing, he rode an old battered beach cruiser. 
Compared to the ‘‘state of the art’’ equip- 
ment available today, it was worth about 
thirty-five cents. Apart from the wobbly 
rims that thrusted the bike to and fro, and a 
rebellious chain that fell off every ten 
minutes or so, the bike laboriously took him 
where he wanted to go. 

Before long, Lenny began noticing other 
riders streaming by as if pushed by some in- 
visible force. They wore shiny skin tight 
black shorts and color coordinated shoes, 
socks, and shirts that looked like mobile 
billboards. Their bicycles were different... 
lean and sleek with ram-horn handlebars. 
Their tires — frighteningly narrow — like 
‘““Hula Hoops’’ with spokes — and they had 
foreign words like Pinarello, Medici, and 
Gitane scribbled on their frames. To top it 
off, they had twelve gears with loyal 
chains —even stirrups, too, that secured the 
riders’ feet to the pedals when strapped in. 

As each cyclist whizzed by, Lenny got the 
impression that these were not average peo- 
ple on their way to work or to the market, 
but serious cyclists with a definite purpose 
in mind. Their shaven legs gleamed tight 
and were cut with muscle. Their pedal 
stroke was so fast and efficient that it looked 
like ten shoes completing the circle of the 
pedal arc. Lenny realized his own stroke was 
two shoes thumping up and down on the 
pedals like a pair of failing pistons. 

Feeling somewhat inferior but excited, 
Lenny decided to ‘‘jump on the band 
wagon’’ and learn what cycling was all 
about. He went to a local bike shop that car- 
ried a wide range of new bicycles and ac- 
cessories and sought help. The salesman 
answered questions with questions of his 
own, like: ...“‘Well, how much time do you 


plan to spend on the bike?’’ And of course, 
“How much money do you have to 
spend?’’ These are the most important con- 
siderations, since the amount of time the 
buyer will spend on the bike determines how 
much money should be spent. ... “‘It’s 
simply a question of purpose,’’ he said. 

The salesman was an avid cyclist. He said 
the design of the modern sports — racing 
bicycle has evolved considerably over the 
last 50 years. The most important change is 
the use of space-age alloys, such as 
manganese molybdenum, instead of steel for 
almost every part. 

Less expensive bikes have heavy steel tub- 
ing. ‘‘As price goes up, so does the quality 
of the tubing,’’ the salesman informed Len- 
ny. The better frames have an excellent 
strength-to-weight ratio. They’re light and 
flexible and can handle a great deal of stress 
(torque) without cracking. Pinarello, Gios, 
Gitane and De Rosa _ use this type of tubing. 


England’s Reynolds, Italy’s Columbus, 
France’s Vitus, or Japan’s Isiwata and 
Tange companies. Frame-sets (frame and 
forks) made with this special tubing are 
usually hand-built and therefore more ex- 
pensive, ranging from $400 and up. 

“‘The frame is the heart of a bicycle,’’ the 
salesman told Lenny. ‘‘More than any other 
single component, it determines how a bike 
is going to ride —how it will accelerate, cor- 
ner, handle rough roads and stop too.”’ 

He noted, however, that beginning 
cyclists need not spend that much for a 
hand-built professional racing _ bike. 
Manufacturers such as Univega, Bianchi, 
Trek, Centurion and Raleigh, offer the new 
cyclist an economical alternative. ‘‘The 
idea, as I see it, is to spend enough to make 

(Continued on page 26) 


The leading suppliers of quality tubing are — 


WATCH 


ampus Karate 


Peggy Haynes 


Finding Room PE-84 between noon and 
1:00 p.m. on a Monday, a Wednesday or a 
Friday is easy. (Head for the thundering 
sound of fifty-odd voices shouting the word 
‘*KTAI”’ in unison.) The voices belong to 
students in the CSULB Shotokan Karate 
Club. As they practice this ancient martial 
art, they generate an intense energy that 
overpowers the uninitiated. 

Their master, Don DePree, was one of the 
first five men in the United States to receive 
the highest ranking in Shotokan Karate 
(Godan Ranking) and his students feel for- 
tunate to have him. DePree does more than 
merely teach karate techniques at club 
meetings. He asks his students pertinent 
questions, questions that require them to 
think deeply about what karate is and how it 
works. One day he asked his students 
“When are you outside of the danger area? 
If your attacker does not have to move to at- 
tack you, then he is already too close. The 
first attack is always a mental attack.’’ 

But karate entails a whole lot more than 
tried-and-true self-defense techniques. Ac- 
cording to DePree, it’s a way of life. ‘‘We 
must all face sufferings in life, and if we can 
confront fear and hardship in karate 
practice-for example, by facing an opponent 
we particularly fear--we can better handle 
our fear on the outside.”’ 

According to Gichin Funakoshi, con- 
sidered the father of karate, ‘‘The ultimate 
aim of the art of karate lies not in victory or 
defeat, but in the perfection of the 
characters of its participants.”’ 

DePree agrees, ‘‘Karate practice is a mir- 
ror that reflects your strengths and 
weaknesses, and the methods in karate are 
designed to eliminate weaknesses and en- 


hance strengths.’’ DePree stresses that the 
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chances of facing a real physical conflict at 
some point in our lives are slim. ‘“‘But we 
have mental conflicts everyday, and we can 
deal better with them when we have 
eliminated our flaws.” 

A student’s state of mind also determines 
how well he confronts conflict. A 
meditative-not a disturbed-state of mind is 
best when dealing with conflict. Karate is a 
kind of moving meditation. As in other 
forms of meditation, breathing plays a vital 
role. High, rapid breathing is connected 
with an agitated state of mind. Low, ab- 
dominal breathing calms the mind. 

What does karate practice do for the per- 
sonal growth of the individual student? Ac- 
cording to Diana Munoz, an education ma- 
jor and brown belt in Shotokan karate, what 
is really important in karate practice is not 
the achievement of perfection, but the pro- 


Artwork by J. Steven Matzinger 


cess itself. “‘A person comes to accept 
himself and becomes a_ better person,”” 


Munoz says. DePree agrees. Karate builds 
confidence. 


DePree began the CSULB Shotokan 
Karate Club in 1968, and today there are ap- 
proximately sixty active members. The 
membership fee is $25 per semester and any 
student may join. Mitch Hiserote, the club’s 
president, says that women are welcomed 
and encouraged to join. ‘‘Technically, 
karate is designed to protect a smaller, 
weaker person from a larger one,’’ Hiserote 
says. When asked how women members are 
treated, he replied, “‘We don’t baby them.”’ 

Does the Shotokan Karate Club have a 
particular philosophy? DePree says no; what 
the members learn deepens the personal 
beliefs and values they already hold. ‘ 


This ability to respond totally rests upon 
the student’s ability to act from his whole 
self—the result of total integration of mind 
and body. To achieve this state, a student 
must practice long and hard, until the 
techniques become automatic. According to 
DePree, a person desiring to obtain black 
belt status within two or three years would 
need to practice a minimum of four days a 
week for one and one-half to two hours per 
practice. DePree’s classic comment is, 
‘‘There is no instant karate.’’ But for those 
students who are willing to devote the 
energy and time, karate can provide an in- 
ner strength that will last a lifetime. 


n Aid Story 


Is the high cost of education getting to 


» you? Visit the financial aid office in the ad- 


ministration building for a little pick-me-up. 
Assistance in the form of negotiable 
American currency is within reach. All you 
need is a wheelbarrow for the forms, and 
fluency in bureaucratese. 

First and foremost, complete the Student 
Aid Application for California. Do not 
forget to enclose your initial investment of 
seven dollars before you send the form to 
Berkeley. Think of this form as the ultimate 
challenge in mastering confusion. If you face 
the challenge and successfully complete this 
form, the state will inform you how needy 
you really are. If you are a mere youth 
(under 24 by Dec. 31 of the current year) 
you must provide a copy of your parent’s 
latest tax returns. This is akin to pulling 
teeth. You must always supply your own tax 
returns. If you’re married, you’ll need your 
spouse’s autograph also. Be prepared to tell 
all. Other documents you might need in- 
clude: current mortgage statement, bank 
balances, and records of untaxed income 
such as veteran’s benefits , 

While you envision the riches you’ll 
receive, the Berkeley processing center eval- 
uates your application, and produces a 
report specifying the programs you can pur- 
sue. Consider yourself fortunate if you 
qualify for grants such as the Pell Grant, a 
federally funded entitlement (gift from Un- 
cle Sam), for undergraduates who attend 
school at least half-time. Pell Grant awards 
range from $200-$2,300. According to 
CSULB’s director of financial aid, Dorothy 
‘Sexton, about 4,000 CSULB © students 
receive Pell Grants each year. 

If you are less fortunate, you are destined 


(Continued on page 29) 
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Sports Car Club of America be on 


the other side of the motorsports fence. No 
| matter what your interest, there's a program to 
match in the Sports Car Club of America. Com- 


PRO RACING ... Top programs with 

top dollars. In road racing there's the 
Bendix Trans-Am, Escort Endurance 

| championship (including mini-trucks 
in ’87!), Bosch-VW Super Vee, Volks- 
wagen Cup, plus Sports Renault, For- 
mula Atlantic, Sports 2000, ARS and 
Formula Russell. 


SOLO | & Il AUTOCROSS .. . Fastest 
man (or woman!) wins as you test 
your racing skills on the track (Solo |) 
or around the pylons (Solo II). 
Classes for all types of cars. Competi- 
tion as intense or relaxed as you're 
looking for. National champions 
crowned each year at the Solo Cham- 
pionships in Salina, Kansas. Half-mil- 
lion dollar Pro Solo series. 


MEMBER BENEFITS . .. When you join 
SCCA there's a host of benefits and spe- 
cial discount programs you receive. 
Complete insurance coverage — the best 
in motorsports—plus discounts on 
travel, car rentals, tires, parts and much 


more. 
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UNITED 
SEND ME THE SCCA MEMBERSHIP INFORMATION PACKAGE: 
For complete SCCA membership information, fill out and mail this 
coupon or call toll-free: 800-255-5550 
Name 
Address 
City State Zip 


Mail to: SCCA Membership Package #UM87 
Sports Car Club of America 9033 E. Easter Place, Englewood, CO 80112 


petition driving, work- 
ing the course, handl- 
ing event administration — there's plenty of action 
to choose from. Use the coupon or call the toll- 
free number now. Join SCCA! 800/255-5550 


CLUB RACING. . . Amateur road rac- 
ing at its best. Classes for production 
cars, formula cars, sports racers— 
including Sports Renault for the bud- 
get-conscious weekend warrior. 
National champions crowned at the 
famed “Valvoline Runoffs” in October 
each year at Road Atlanta. 


RALLYING ... The kind of competi- 
tion that got the SCCA going 43 years 
ago. All you need is the family sedan, 
a navigator, and a healthy urge to 
drive against the clock. Run on public 
roads. Classes for beginners and 
mad-hatter experts. There’s even 
PRO Rally competition on limited 
access roads for those who want all- 
out rallying at speed. 


SPORTSCAR. . . You stay in touch with 
every aspect-of SCCA activities across 
the country with SportsCar, your 
monthly news magazine that brings you 
timely event reports and photos, 
detailed event results and point stand- 
ings, feature stories, entry forms and all 
official SCCA communiques. 
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The fire control team inched forward, 
well within ambush range of the radio- 
jamming station. Thirty yards away, move- 
ment in the brush and the dull gleam of a 
Russian AK-47 assault rifle signaled the 
position of the two soldiers guarding the 
enemy installation. Foliage-colored 
camouflage paint, mixed with mud and 
sweat, masked tense faces as the patrol 
crouched over their M-16s, waiting. 

Finally, a whistle blast pierced the distant 
rumble of supply vehicles moving in con- 
voy. Immediately, the attackers opened up, 
laying down a deadly concentration of 
automatic weapons fire. Another whistle 
blast, and the firing ceased. The assault 
group sprang out of invisibility, soldiers 
leapfrogging each other--alternately advanc- 
ing and covering. Wasting as few 
movements as possible, they secured the 
area, one soldier searching bodies while 
another stood with finger on trigger. 


| Quiet on the Campus Front 


al 


By Peter Gannon 


Suddenly, one of the bodies moved. With 
his rifle trained not five feet from its face, 
the patrol leader shouted, ‘‘Get back!,”’ 
then fired. Immediately, one of the bodies 
leaped up. ‘“‘What are you crazy? Don’t fire 
blanks so close to his face, you f....’” The 
rest of the words were drowned out by the 
roar of three Safeway trucks highballing 
down the freeway toward San Luis Obispo. 

The shooting may have seemed important 
to the bodies involved, but apparently not to 
the master sergeant who was grading the 
team of eight ROTC cadets from CSULB as 
he watched them neutralize a ‘‘Russian 
radio jammer’’ consisting of a cardboard 
box with a radio dial pasted on it. The 
sergeant called their approach outstanding, 
and awarded them first place in the event-- 
one of six that make up a competition 
known as Ranger Challenge. 


a 5 DY 


Held once a year at the Army’s Camp 


‘Roberts near San Luis Obispo, Ranger 


Challenge pits elite ROTC cadets from 
several Southland schools against one 
another in a round-robin test of leadership 
and combat skills. Though a little-known 
competition, CSULB’s team has won it two 
years running, beating out schools like USC 
and UCLA. Perhaps the low-profile coverage 
results from a conscious decision made by 
the Army ROTC, because the Reserve Of- 
ficer Training Corps on campus prefers to 
walk and talk softly. The decision to make 
ROTC an academic department at Long 
Beach two years ago was a hotly debated 
one. 

But in the brush- and oak-covered hills of 
this central California military base, cadets 
and their instructors show no _ particular 
restraint. Only one student journalist with a 
photographer, feeling awkward in civilian 
clothes, observe the competition, which in- 
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cludes such infantry pastimes as assembling 
weapons, grenade assaults and M-16 firing. 
The Rangers, members of a club of 
overachievers within the basic ROTC unit, 
jog in formation from event to event with 
unsmiling intensity. The observers begin to 
wonder whether entrants are docked points 
for smiling. It comes across that these guys 
are serious. 

“The Rangers have to pass a more 
rigorous set of tests than the basic cadets 
do,’’ says Lt. Col. Jeffrey House, head of 
Army ROTC at CSULB. ‘‘They’re a little 
more goal-oriented.”’ 

House, a career officer with almost twen- 
ty years in the Army, doesn’t look the part, 
despite the battle dress fatigues he’s wear- 
ing. With his hands in his pockets, he 
follows his team through their tactical 
maneuvers. ‘‘Some of these guys want to go 
infantry when they come up for 
assignment,’’ he grins. 

When cadets complete the ROTC pro- 
gram and graduate they are commissioned 
as second lieutenants in the Army. At that 
time they can decide to go into the reserves 
or on active duty. Either way, they owe 
eight years to the Army for the training 
they have received. They must also petition 
for admission into a branch of the Army-- 
medical, artillery or infantry. Apparently, 
with today’s high-tech transportation and 
Rambo-inspired machismo, the infantry is 
no longer the last choice of dogfaced dim- 
wits. Mike Seine, the Long Beach team’s 
patrol leader and the man responsible for the 
winning battle plan of the competition, 
wants to become an infantry officer. ‘‘It’s 
an honorable profession,’’ he says, ‘‘I’ve 
wanted to be one since I was a kid.”’ 


The fact that the profession has not 
always been considered honorable by all peo- 
ple is not lost on the ROTC leadership. 
““There was a time when things were 
tense,’ admits an adviser from UC Santa 
Barbara in classic military understatement, 
as he watches one of his cadets fumble with 
the firing pin of an M-60 machine gun being 
assembled for time. During the late 1960s 
and early 1970s the mere sight of a military 
uniform on campus was usually all it took to 
start some fireworks. While CSULB was 
relatively quiet compared to schools like 


“They think that 
we’re all sub- 
intellects ... That we 
enjoy combat and 
killing things.”’ 


UC Santa Barbara, where bombs actually 
exploded, demonstrations organized by the 
Student Action Committee protesting Dow 
Chemical recruitment on campus did make 
some noise. In truth, the school’s only claim 
to national media exposure came in 1968 
when a ‘‘Draft Reagan for Homecoming: 
Queen’’ movement on campus hit the na- 
tional wires. At the time, hip-shot governor 
Ronald Reagan was known to students for 
responses to campus violence like, ‘‘If they 
want blood, then we’ll give them blood.’’ 
““There was definitely a time when the 
feeling was that anyone coming back from 
Vietnam was tainted,’’ says House, himself 
a veteran of combat in that conflict. ‘‘*It car- 


ried over to the whole military.”’ 


PRs ares 


Standing in line at the Camp Roberts 
cafeteria, a member of the USC battalion, 
Master Sgt. James Hughes, takes it a step 
farther. “‘Many civilians’ concept of 
military life is not necessarily accurate,’ he 
insists. ““They think that we’re all sub- 
intellects for the most part. They think that 
we enjoy combat and killing things.’ A 
veteran of 28 years who has seen combat in 
both Vietnam and Grenada, he speaks with 
the intensity of a man married to his career. 


Well over six feet tall, with the neck of a 
rugby player, he wears the black beret of the 
Army’s Special Forces. His eyes have the 
tired look of a man who will always seem 
older than he really is. ‘‘You never hear 
about things like our medical disaster help. 
All you hear about is My Lai.”’ 

The negative image of the Vietnam-era 
military was still fresh in the minds of some 
CSULB faculty who, in 1984, bitterly oppos- 
ed granting department status to ROTC pro- 
grams on campus. Before that time the Air 
Force had maintained an office at Long 
Beach that grew out of an extension of 
UCLA’s program. That original program 
caused very little stir, with much of the 
university not even knowing of its existence. 
Eventually, according to director of Long 
Beach Air Force ROTC Lt. Col. Kent 
Smith, student interest grew to the point 
where the Air Force requested a permanent 
aerospace department--a procedure that re- 
quired the approval of the academic senate. 

Debate raged in the senate for almost two 
years, with opponents charging that the 
military was going to get a free ride on the 
university’s already-shrinking budget. Some 
faculty members questioned whether in- 
structors in the program, military officers 


Ranger Challenge: CSULB's squad takes a breather—GI style—between events 
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who rotate to other posts every three years, 
would be subject to academic review. Others 
feared that the military’s policy of barring 
homosexuals would constitute a form of 
discrimination. 

Professor Benjamin Cunningham, current 
academic senate chair, was a voting member 
of the senate at the time. ‘‘As long as the 
university had a policy of non-discrimination 
toward gay students,’ he says, ‘‘then we 
should not have accepted a program on cam- 
pus that did.”’ 

Dr. Robert Brophy, a CSULB English pro- 
fessor and a vocal ROTC opponent, insists 
that there was no sudden groundswell of 
support for the military. “‘The change from 
anti- to pro-ROTC was so swift that some 
sort of government pressure almost seems 
possible,’ he asserts. ““I think it was some 
kind of (threat) ... . ‘If you don’t do this, 
you're not going to get that.” 

Cunningham disagrees. While he worked 
with Brophy in opposing ROTC, he praises 
the strict parliamentary procedure to which 
the senate adhered during the debate. 


House surveys his cadets in action 


“‘T’m convinced that the people in favor 
of ROTC did a hell of a lot better politicking 
than those of us who were opposed to it,”’ 
he says. ‘‘They came in there and they had 
the votes. And I accepted that.”’ 

Whatever the ultimate reasons why, the 
academic senate voted in favor of granting 
department status to the Air Force in Oc- 
tober, 1985. The Army followed soon after 
as the Department of Military Science. 

ROTC officers believe that their programs 
are riding on the coattails of a resurgent 
prestige of the military among young peo- 
ple. Colonels House and Smith both are 
quick to point out a recent Gallup poll that 
rated the military as the institution most 
trusted by the American public. House at- 
tributes this to a number of factors: ‘*Part of 
it is genuine in terms of what President 
Reagan and the whole administration has 
done over the last few years. Part of it is 
hype like Top Gun. You know, that movie 
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got a lot of people to sign up for the Navy.’ 

More important, perhaps, is the fact that 
the Vietnam experience is fading from the 
collective youth memory--if it was ever 
there. Says Cpt. Audy Barnett, instructor of 
freshman ROTC courses at Long Beach, 
““Most of the kids I get in my first year 
course were only three years old when Viet- 
nam ended. It just doesn’t have the same 
punch for them.”’ 

Brophy says the notion that ROTC is on 
campus because students are more patriotic 
now is a fabrication pushed by the military 
community to serve its own ends. But, he 
adds, “‘Each generation has its need to 
redefine its world. Thus, the generation that 
is now recruiting for ROTC did not live 
through Vietnam. It is only history to 
them.” 

Most cadets give less than cosmic reasons 
for their interest in the military; they call it 
a career decision. Students with dime-a- 
dozen degrees are looking for something 
that will make them stand out in the cor- 
porate crowd. With ROTC advertising itself 
as an “‘in-the-field management training 
program,’ many cadets feel that it will do 
precisely that for them. Says one ROTC ad- 
viser, ‘‘If you were a corporate employment 
officer looking at two college graduates, 
would you pick the one with no practical ex- 
perience, or the one who has had to lead 
men in the field as an Army officer?”’ 

One member of the Long Beach Ranger 
team, sprawled out on the ground between 
events, admits that he is using the system 
for all it is worth. Dennis Schmidt enlisted 
in the Army in a program which allowed 
him to accumulate credit toward college 
while in the service. Following an enlist- 
ment that included invading Grenada with 
the 82nd Airborne, Schmidt enrolled at 
CSULB as a business major. Besides the 
$100 a month he receives as a senior cadet, 
he gets $130 for being in the reserves and 
$744 from the veterans assistance program, 
which all adds up to a fat grand a month just 
for attending school. 

“Tf it weren't for the Army, I wouldn’t 
be where I am today,’ he gestures expan- 
sively, his head pillowed on a rucksack. No 
wonder the kids have gone patriotic. 

Spending a day in the company of soldiers 
on their own turf gives some indication of 
an older and deeper reason for this renewed 
interest in an ancient profession. Like priests 
or policemen, they share a lifestyle that is 
different from yours or mine. From the col- 
or of their clothes to a common sense of pur- 
pose, their cameraderie is a tangible thing. 
The isolating tendencies of our culture- 
CSULB’s student body is a victim of it--drive 


many young people to seek solace in the 
secure structure of the military establish- 
ment. 

‘A lot of students are just looking for 
some kind of human contact,’’ House con- 
tends. And if one thing is apparent from the 
attitudes of the participants and judges of 
the day’s competition, it is that they all 
belong. 

“Alright, it looks like Long Beach 
Rangers are one highly squared away 
detail!’> a southern drawling sergeant 
booms after evaluating the school’s perfor- 
mance. 

“‘Whooaa!’’ they grunt in fierce 
unison. The sound is less reminiscent of the 
now-defunct KMET’s ‘‘whooyaa’’ than it is 
of the rapid regurgitation of tainted fish. But 
they are together! 

Another lesson learned from a day with 
the Army is that these ROTC leaders are in- 
telligent men. Most have their master’s 
degrees, and they have learned from the Ar- 
my’s past mistakes. 

Journalists, even the junior variety, are 


‘‘As long as the 
University hada 
policy of non- 
discrimination 
toward gay students 
we Should not have 
accepted a program 
on campus that 
did.” 


treated with the respect worthy of a weapon 
capable of causing more damage to the Ar- 
my than a regiment of North Vietnamese. 
An observer at Ranger Challenge is treated 
with more politeness and hospitality than 
could be conceived of at any comparable 
civilian event. 

The tactics work. When the top man in 
the Army—four-star General John Wick- 
ham on a surprise inspection of the event- 
detours to shake hands with reporters from 
a student magazine, the two journalists are 
visibly impressed. Then, after being allowed 
to fire a clip from an M-16 on the firing 
range and throw grenades on the grenade 
course, they are practically eating out of the 
Army’s hands. 

The final lesson of the day comes from 
Col. House as he follows the Long Beach 
patrol on its assault of the ‘*Russian radio 
jammer.’’ When asked if he was involved in 


(Continued on page 42) 
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By Rich Mannino 


Where have the days of hide-and-seek 
gone? When cowboys and Indians were all 
we needed to have fun? Now there is a new 
kid in town with a new game, a high-tech 
wizard who’s imagination has brought com- 
puterized commercialism to the playground. 
No more ‘‘bang, bang, you’re dead!’’ ‘“Am 
not!’ “‘Are so!’ There is no arguing with 
computer scoring. 

This new kid in town is Photon, ‘‘The 
Ultimate Laser Game.’’ One of Photon’s 20 
centers has moved into the neighborhood, in 
a 17,000-square-ft. building in Fountain 
Valley. There is also talk of opening a 
Photon in the San Fernando Valley. 

Upon entering the Photon lobby for the 
first time, it is obvious that this is no or- 
dinary recreation center. Besides the game 
itself, many services are offered, including a 
movie-theatre style candy counter and a full 
range of Photon products. Everything from 
satin jackets to coffee cups to Photon kits 
themselves are on display. 

The game itself is simple. Two squads of 
players wait at their ‘‘bases’’ at opposite 
ends of the field. When the computer voice 
commands them to begin, they rush out and 
for six and a half minutes try to hunt each 
other down. 

The playing field itself is rectangular and 
divided in the middle by maze-like passages 
that allow players to get across the floor 
undetected. 


Photo by Steave Savage 


Each ‘‘warrior’? wears 14 pounds of 
cumbersome equipment: a battery belt 
harness, a vest target, and a large helmet. 
Seeing a roomful of suburban folk patiently 
waiting in line to play while looking like 
deputy sheriffs in the Jetsons can be a 
shock. Photon is heavy on atmosphere, but 
the first time observer soon adjusts. 

Founder George Carver estimates that the 
Center has done over a million dollars in 
business, and it won’t be long before they 
are out of the red and into the black. Carter 
says that over 35,000 people have battled at 
the Fountain Valley Photon. With a $7.50 
initiation fee and a $3.50 price per game, he 
is talking some serious cash. 

Photon should not be confused with 
Worlds of Wonder’s toy ‘‘Lazer Tag.’’ Both 
companies sell their guns and sensor kits 
retail, but Photon has actual organized game 
centers. Lazer Tag does not have a center, 
but last fall they sponsored a collegiate tour- 
nament with 16 schools, including CSULB, 
which won the shoot-out. 

Employee Bonnie Joseph, who has work- 
ed at Photon since its opening in October, 
says that players range from businessmen on 
lunch breaks to kids, their parents, and even 
grandparents. ‘‘We’ve had 70-year-olds 
play,’’ she said. 
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All players are scored the same, receiving 
10 points for ‘‘phaser blasting an opposing 
warrior.’’ They lose 10 points by being hit 
or ‘‘disrupted’’ in the chest or head by an 


opponent, and their weapon is 
“‘deactivated’’ for five seconds. Thirty 
points are lost by the big no-no, “‘phaser 
blasting your own team member.’’ Anyone 
who can disrupt their opponent’s goal, 
(three shots in a row without interruption) 
receives 200 points. Different sounds are 
emitted in a player’s helmet when they’ve 
gained or lost points. An opponent can’t be 
hit more than three times in a row and hits 
register only when the target is at least five 
feet away. Cornering and mauling unskilled 
players just won’t score many points. 

On the second level of the Center there is 
an observation deck from which anyone can 
observe the players, or for a dollar can take 
aim at those down below. It is like a 
shooting gallery with live targets, and 
everything is scored separately from the 
game in progress. 

But down on the field is where the real ac- 
tion is. Red and green lights glow eerily 
through the fog and darkness. Space-age 
suburbanites prowl through the mist as 
music booms in the background. Music may 
be a generous term; it’s more like recorded 


bleatings of stranded whales mixed with 
twenty synthesizers, all to a throbbing 
backbeat. 


| caught without a team ll 
|member to back her] 


| fensive 


| players only have six|| 


Experienced players lurk in the nooks and 
crannies of the field like it’s their second 
home. Others just wander around, providing 
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easy targets for bloodthirsty Photon war- 
riors. 

Calling a Photon game a mini-movie 
shootout isn’t too inaccurate. The flash of 
the game brings Hollywood to mind. And 
what do you know? In March, Photon held 


Futuristic helmets, 
light sensors and con- 
ductors are just part 
of the 14 pounds of 
equipment each 
Photon player must 


wear. Looking like 
creatures from’ the 
movie Aliens, the 


equipment sets con- 
front players from an 
extensive rack near 
the entrance. 
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its first ‘‘Celebrity Team Challenge’’ to 
raise money for the Starlight Foundation, an 
organization that grants wishes to terminal- 
ly and critically ill children. 

Eight corporate teams participated. They 
sparkled with celebrities such as Emma 
Samms, (The Colbys and co-founder of 
Starlight), Adrian Zmed (Dance Fever) im- 
pressionist Fred Travalena, David Naughton 
(My Sister Sam), and Gedde Watanabe 
(Gung Ho) and even the Los Angeles 
Raiders cheerleaders. Over $20,000 was rais- 
ed, according to Starlights’ fundraising 
director Marc Cohen. Asked about working 
with a game that is based on “disrupting” 
opposing players, Cohen said, ‘‘We were 
concerned about it at first, but the game is 
very exhilarating. It’s not like war games, 
nobody’s dying, and the fantasy as part of it 
doesn’t make it seem too real. It’s a good 
time and most of the players seem to think 
so too?’ Exhilaration and in some cases 
depression, depending on one’s score, seem 
to be the prevailing emotions of the Foun- 
tain Valley players. 

Watanabe admitted to being ‘‘scared’’ 
beforehand and his scores didn’t dispute it. 
Zmed seemed genuinely enthused, even 
climbing onto a space-age lobby couch to get 
a look at his score. He was impressed. ‘‘It’s 


like high-tech cops and robbers,’’ he ex- 
claimed, looking like a guy who'd just 
discovered girls. 

A ‘“‘big time’’ atmosphere surrounded 
the event, encouraged by the horde of 
paparazzi crowding around the entrance. 
That was just the effect desired by Carter. 
He envisioned Photon as going beyond its 
present state. ‘‘Initially its been played as an 
amusement,’’ he said, ‘‘but it’s future is as 
a sport. We want it to be the bowling of the 
90’s.”” 

A Pro Photon Tour? 

““We have people who can play at that 
level.” 

If the idea of professional Photon seems 
like a science fiction pipe dream, wake up. 
Carter has already started to expand his vi- 
sion. Leagues have started at many centers, 
and the Fountain Valley base has nine 
teams. He’s sold 70 franchises, including 
ones in Australia, Japan, Taiwan and 
Europe. He hopes the first of these will open 
within six months and Photon can begin be- 
ing played worldwide. 

Only time will tell how popular Photon 
could get. Then we'll know if the game 
lovers of the world are ready to turn in their 
antiquated cap guns for modern lazer 
weaponry. Q 
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toys and violent cartoons, we’re the best 
basis for comparison. In Good Toys 
Magazine, Thomas Radecki, MD, says “‘the 
first generation to grow up with TV turned 
out to be the most violent generation in 
American history. We have been killing 
each other 300 percent more often, raping 
women some 500 percent more often and 
assaulting each other 600 percent more 
often per capita than did our parents’ 
generation.” 

And what kind of cartoons did we watch 
that brought us to such dire straits? Bugs 
Bunny mostly, right? Your average Bugs 
cartoon had a few characters, usually less 
than five, a simple setting and a conflict. 
That was it. Sure, there was violence, but it 
wasn’t very realistic. Even though Elmer 
Fudd hunted Bugs, he wasn’t portrayed as 
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ire 


US? 


y Teresa Roche on the 
ngs Our Children Are 
lade To Want 


1 cruel--we didn’t hate him, nor 
ipposed to. He wasn’t labelled 
ld: Evil Terrorist Enemy of Bugs 
ke S.A.V.A.G.E., the enemy of 
oday. Elmer and Bugs were in- 
e liked them both. 
» shocking contrast, look at the 
Joe and Cobra figures as they’re 
toons. Hundreds of characters, 
ither good or evil, all armed to 
id busily killing each other as in- 
3 possible. Each is not seen as a 
‘son but as an expendable compo- 
litical ‘‘side,’’ and it’s just about 
hice Sasi Saks .o miss what two major countries 
the ‘‘sides’’ represent. 

Disturbing as this may be to some of us, 
the new concepts in toys and cartoons show 
no signs of going away. At the American 
International Toy Fair in New York this 
February, the major toy companies unveiled 
some real beauties. For example, Azrak- 
Hamway came up with a charming new 
concept in dolls named Sidney Sweet Tooth. 
Guess what he does? Sidney oozes *‘Gross- 
Out Gunk’’ from an empty tooth socket! 
Almost as much fun is Mattel’s new Mad 
Scientist toy, which features ‘‘alien blood 
and monster flesh,’’ and is proudly labelled 
as ‘‘perfectly disgusting.” 

But these are just the new toys. Surely 
the ones out on the shelves that mommies 
are buying and kids are clamoring for aren’t 
as bad, right? Not a chance. 


Let’s look at the grosser ones first. A hot 
item these days is the Garbage Pail Kids 
line. The characters, such as Dead Ted and 
Brutal Bridget, appear not only on trading 
cards but also on _ posters, ‘‘Pencil 
Billboards,’’ school folders, shirts, kites and 
neat things called ‘‘Tacky Snappers’’ which 
shoot out sticky green slime. 

And the characters shown are truly 
disgusting. One is covered with oozing 
pimples; he leers as he squeezes them. 
Another, Leaky Lindsay, has a huge amount 
of snot running from her nose and covering 
the front of her body; her arms are in it up 
to the elbows. Cindy Lopper’s grinning 
head is bouncing down the steps from the 
guillotine. The aforementioned Brutal 
Bridget, attired in S &M gear, is shown 
with spikes and a whip. 

MadBalls are more fun toys that kids all 
over play with. These dismembered heads, 
featuring wounds, disfigurements and con- 
torted into ugly faces, have names like 
SnakeBait, BashBrain, Slobulus, FistFace 
and SwineSucker. The packages read, 
“*Gross! Ghastly! Freaky fun for 
everyone!’’ and ‘‘They’re great gobs of 
ghastly fun!’’ They’re also made by Am- 
Toy, a division of American Greetings. 

Similar to MadBalls but even more ex- 
plicit are the WeirdBalls. They come with 
“*throw-away trading cards’’ and have great 
names such as SpitBall, SnotNose and 
SewerFace. 
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Toys Are Us? 


Commentary by Teresa Roche on the 
Disturbing Things Our Children Are 
Being Made To Want 


Fire-Power Rambo, Oodles of Coochy 
Coodles, Evil-Lyn and Garbage Pail Kids-- 
these are among today’s most popular 
playthings, available in every toy store. 
Most depict hideous monsters, dismembered 
or mutilated corpses or, worst of all, in- 
sulting sex-role stereotypes. 

These are the toys kids want to play with 
today. Or at least what researchers and 
manufacturers have decided, after extensive 
testing, are sure to sell. And sell they do. 

But what will playing with such gruesome 
and morally questionable toys do to these 
kids? Well, since our generation was the 
first to really grow up with media-hyped 
toys and violent cartoons, we’re the best 
basis for comparison. In Good Toys 
Magazine, Thomas Radecki, MD, says ‘‘the 
first generation to grow up with TV turned 
out to be the most violent generation in 
American history. We have been killing 
each other 300 percent more often, raping 
women some 500 percent more often and 
assaulting each other 600 percent more 
often per capita than did our parents’ 
generation.”’ 

And what kind of cartoons did we watch 
that brought us to such dire straits? Bugs 
Bunny mostly, right? Your average Bugs 
cartoon had a few characters, usually less 
than five, a simple setting and a conflict. 
That was it. Sure, there was violence, but it 
wasn’t very realistic. Even though Elmer 
Fudd hunted Bugs, he wasn’t portrayed as 
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hideous and cruel--we didn’t hate him, nor 
were we supposed to. He wasn’t labelled 
‘Elmer Fudd: Evil Terrorist Enemy of Bugs 
Bunny!”’ like S.A.V.A.G.E., the enemy of 
Rambo, is today. Elmer and Bugs were in- 
dividuals; we liked them both. 

For some shocking contrast, look at the 
modern GI Joe and Cobra figures as they’re 
seen in cartoons. Hundreds of characters, 
definitely either good or evil, all armed to 
the teeth and busily killing each other as in- 
geniously as possible. Each is not seen as a 
separate person but as an expendable compo- 
nent of a political ‘‘side,’’ and it’s just about 
impossible to miss what two major countries 
the ‘‘sides’’ represent. 

Disturbing as this may be to some of us, 
the new concepts in toys and cartoons show 
no signs of going away. At the American 
International Toy Fair in New York this 
February, the major toy companies unveiled 
some real beauties. For example, Azrak- 
Hamway came up with a charming new 
concept in dolls named Sidney Sweet Tooth. 
Guess what he does? Sidney oozes ‘‘Gross- 
Out Gunk’’ from an empty tooth socket! 
Almost as much fun is Mattel’s new Mad 
Scientist toy, which features ‘‘alien blood 
and monster flesh,’’ and is proudly labelled 
as ‘‘perfectly disgusting.’ 

But these are just the new toys. Surely 
the ones out on the shelves that mommies 
are buying and kids are clamoring for aren’t 
as bad, right? Not a chance. 


Let’s look at the grosser ones first. A hot 
item these days is the Garbage Pail Kids 
line. The characters, such as Dead Ted and 
Brutal Bridget, appear not only on trading 
cards but also on _ posters, ‘‘Pencil 
Billboards,’’ school folders, shirts, kites and 
neat things called ‘“Tacky Snappers’’ which 
shoot out sticky green slime. 

And the characters shown are truly 
disgusting. One is covered with oozing 
pimples; he leers as he squeezes them. 
Another, Leaky Lindsay, has a huge amount 
of snot running from her nose and covering 
the front of her body; her arms are in it up 
to the elbows. Cindy Lopper’s grinning 
head is bouncing down the steps from the 
guillotine. The aforementioned Brutal 
Bridget, attired in S &M _ gear, is shown 
with spikes and a whip. 

MadBalls are more fun toys that kids all 
over play with. These dismembered heads, 
featuring wounds, disfigurements and con- 
torted into ugly faces, have names like 
SnakeBait, BashBrain, Slobulus, FistFace 
and SwineSucker. The packages read, 
“*Gross! Ghastly! Freaky fun for 
everyone!’’ and ‘‘They’re great gobs of 
ghastly fun!’’ They’re also made by Am- 
Toy, a division of American Greetings. 

Similar to MadBalls but even more ex- 
plicit are the WeirdBalls. They come with 
“‘throw-away trading cards’’ and have great 
names such as SpitBall, SnotNose and 
SewerFace. 
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Toys Are Us? 


Commentary by Teresa Roche on the 
Disturbing Things Our Children Are 
Being Made To Want 


Fire-Power Rambo, Oodles of Coochy 
Coodles, Evil-Lyn and Garbage Pail Kids-- 
these are among today’s most popular 
playthings, available in every toy store. 
Most depict hideous monsters, dismembered 
or mutilated corpses or, worst of all, in- 
sulting sex-role stereotypes. 

These are the toys kids want to play with 
today. Or at least what researchers and 
manufacturers have decided, after extensive 
testing, are sure to sell. And sell they do. 

But what will playing with such gruesome 
and morally questionable toys do to these 
kids? Well, since our generation was the 
first to really grow up with media-hyped 
toys and violent cartoons, we're the best 
basis for comparison. In Good Toys 
Magazine, Thomas Radecki, MD, says “the 
first generation to grow up with TV turned 
out to be the most violent generation in 
American history. We have been killing 
each other 300 percent more often, raping 
women some 500 percent more often and 
assaulting each other 600 percent more 
often per capita than did our parents’ 
generation.” 

And what kind of cartoons did we watch 
that brought us to such dire straits? Bugs 
Bunny mostly, right? Your average Bugs 
cartoon had a few characters, usually less 
than five, a simple setting and a conflict. 
That was it. Sure, there was violence, but it 
wasn’t very realistic. Even though Elmer 
Fudd hunted Bugs, he wasn’t portrayed as 


UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE/Spring 1987 


hideous and cruel--we didn’t hate him, nor 
were we supposed to. He wasn’t labelled 
‘Elmer Fudd: Evil Terrorist Enemy of Bugs 
Bunny!”’ like S.A.V.A.G.E., the enemy of 
Rambo, is today. Elmer and Bugs were in- 
dividuals; we liked them both. 

For some shocking contrast, look at the 
modern GI Joe and Cobra figures as they’re 
seen in cartoons. Hundreds of characters, 
definitely either good or evil, all armed to 
the teeth and busily killing each other as in- 
geniously as possible. Each is not seen as a 
separate person but as an expendable compo- 
nent of a political ‘‘side,’’ and it’s just about 
impossible to miss what two major countries 
the ‘‘sides’’ represent. 

Disturbing as this may be to some of us, 
the new concepts in toys and cartoons show 
no signs of going away. At the American 
International Toy Fair in New York this 
February, the major toy companies unveiled 
some real beauties. For example, Azrak- 
Hamway came up with a charming new 
concept in dolls named Sidney Sweet Tooth. 
Guess what he does? Sidney oozes ‘‘Gross- 
Out Gunk’’ from an empty tooth socket! 
Almost as much fun is Mattel’s new Mad 
Scientist toy, which features ‘‘alien blood 
and monster flesh,’’ and is proudly labelled 
as ‘‘perfectly disgusting.”’ 

But these are just the new toys. Surely 
the ones out on the shelves that mommies 
are buying and kids are clamoring for aren’t 
as bad, right? Not a chance. 


Let’s look at the grosser ones first. A hot 
item these days is the Garbage Pail Kids 
line. The characters, such as Dead Ted and 
Brutal Bridget, appear not only on trading 
cards but also on_ posters, ‘‘Pencil 
Billboards,’’ school folders, shirts, kites and 
neat things called ‘“Tacky Snappers’’ which 
shoot out sticky green slime. 

And the characters shown are truly 
disgusting. One is covered with oozing 
pimples; he leers as he squeezes them. 
Another, Leaky Lindsay, has a huge amount 
of snot running from her nose and covering 
the front of her body; her arms are in it up 
to the elbows. Cindy Lopper’s grinning 
head is bouncing down the steps from the 
guillotine. The aforementioned Brutal 
Bridget, attired in S & M gear, is shown 
with spikes and a whip. 

MadBalls are more fun toys that kids all 
over play with. These dismembered heads, 
featuring wounds, disfigurements and con- 
torted into ugly faces, have names like 
SnakeBait, BashBrain, Slobulus, FistFace 
and SwineSucker. The packages read, 
‘‘Gross! Ghastly! Freaky fun for 
everyone!’’? and ‘‘They’re great gobs of 
ghastly fun!’? They’re also made by Am- 
Toy, a division of American Greetings. 

Similar to MadBalls but even more ex- 
plicit are the WeirdBalls. They come with 
‘*throw-away trading cards’’ and have great 
names such as SpitBall, SnotNose and 
SewerFace. 
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My all-time favorite, however, has to be 
Rude Ralph. This life-sized disembodied 
head has a realistic-looking eyeball, attached 
by a string. Grab it, pull and you will be 
rewarded with one of four ‘‘disgusting 
noises.”’ It’s kind of like that baby doll who 
used to talk when you pulled her string— 
kind of but not very. 

These aren’t the only toys out there bad 
enough to cost you a good night’s sleep, un- 
fortunately. The abundance of realistic war 
toys on the shelves can do that just as well, 
if not better. 

The Rambo line is a perfect example. 
They usually come in dark packages, 
covered with technological details and pro- 
war ideas. Want a water gun? Rambo has 
lots to choose from; you can try a 
“*Motorized M-60 High Powered Machine 
Gun’? (complete with a Rambo headband) or 
an “‘M-16 5.56 mm Combat Rifle,’ with 
either semi- or rapid automatic fire. 

These toys leave no doubt as to who’s 
good and who’s not. Fire-Power Rambo, 
loaded down with an amazing array of huge, 
phallic weaponry, is described on the 
package as ‘‘Brave. Daring. Heroic. He’s 
fired up for freedom!”’ 

Contrast him to one of his many enemies, 
General Warhawk, who is labelled as 
“Cruel. Cunning. Obsessed. Sinister leader 
of S.A.V.A.G.E.’’ One of the General 
figures comes with ‘‘a BU action Sword 
Launcher, an AGS 17 Grenade Launcher, a 
Type 56 Assault Rifle, an M52 Pistol with a 


16 
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holster/belt and an official ID card.”’ 

The Rambo ‘‘Toys for Bikes’’ top all of 
these, though; one is a squeeze horn which 
looks almost exactly like a grenade. Just see- 
ing it in the package is scary. 

Along the same lines is the other major 
military toy line, GI Joe. He’s not only 
armed with an extensive arsenal but he’s 
political now, too. Joe’s mission is to ‘‘de- 
fend democracy and defeat evil’’ (translate: 
communism) say the packages. He even has 
a *‘Brazil Mission” set, which includes four 
figures, lots of firepower and a cassette. 
This tape plays the kids’ ‘‘orders’’ and the 
other side is blank so they can record how 
they carried them out. 

Although they appear different at first, 
the popular fantasy toys are just as pro-war. 
Set in imagined lands and featuring elements 
of mythology and medieval legend, they still 
feature lethal weapons and the characters 
have *‘black-and-white’’ viewpoints, settling 
disputes by force rather than reason and 
negotiation. 

The He-Man line, the most successful of 
this kind of toy, is typical. The description 
of almost every character begins with either 
“‘heroic”’ or ‘‘evil.’” The influence the hun- 
dreds of He-Man figures have doesn’t begin 
and end in toy stores, however. Every new 
character appears in the cartoon once or 
twice and goes on to become an action 
figure (“‘Mosquitor: Evil Energy-Draining 
Insectoid. His chest pumps red fluid!’’). He 
can then be included on all the other He- 


Man products. 

This happens so often that they now have 
to make posters to show all the figures; 
backs of packages aren’t big enough 
anymore. Of course, all of them are shown 
in full battle regalia (not included) and are 
neatly polarized into opposing camps. 

Now contrast a GI Joe Sgt. Slaughter 
figure to a cutesy Angel Bunny or Char- 
mkins animal. You’ve just entered the sac- 
charine world of toys made for little girls. 
They’re easy to recognize; the packages are 
bright pink or pastel-colored, there are vir- 
tually no details given and words like ‘‘cud- 
dly,’’ ‘‘adorable,’’ and ‘‘lovable’’ dominate 
what little description there is. 

These toys are made with one of two 
traditional female stereotypes in mind--the 
mom or the sex symbol. The implications of 
both as role models are chilling. 

Most domestic playthings are so simple 
and overly sentimental that it’s hard to 
believe kids want them and parents actually 
buy them. Their names, such as Fuzzy 
Wuggims or the Snuggle Bumms Family, 
reflect the kind of language that manufac- 
turers feel is necessary to attract little girls. 
That says some very scary things about our 
society. 

An example of a sickeningly sweet 
domestic toy is Mattel’s Heart Family dolls. 
The box trumpets, ‘‘Mom leaves a loving 
kiss! Mom and Dad really hug!” Wedding 
rings are prominent on their fingers and 
they all wear red and white clothing, liberal- 
ly decorated with hearts. There are black 
and white versions of the Heart Family, but 
they look almost identical; only the skin col- 
or is changed. Both have children, but only 
the black Mom doll is shown pregnant. She 
has a maternity smock and a hospital kit, 
even. So why isn’t white Mom pregnant? 

Equally unjust are the sexy dolls for girls. 
In a world where children are already inun- 
dated with unrealistic sex stereotypes and 
expectations from all sides, it’s a pity they 
have to come from their dolls, too. 

The popular She-Ra, Princess of Power, 
and Golden Girl dolls are very typical. Even 
though the latter is called a girl, she certain- 
ly looks anything but childlike. She is an 
Amazon-type warrior woman with a 
beautiful face, long, tousled hair, stomach- 
baring armour and an abbreviated skirt. 
This doll is definitely, blatantly sexual. 

All this brings disturbing questions to 
mind. Why does our society feel these are 
the images modern children should 
emulate? How violent will today’s kids be? 
And, most disquieting of all, what will these 
children do when they are in control of the 
nation? 
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Leave a Message at the Beep ... 


The time has come for someone to step 


forward and defend a way of life, a sense of 
adventure and basic survival—the answering 
machine. My qualifications as an espouser of 
a Phone-Mate’s vices and devices are 
justified since I own, operate and manipulate 
one. I’m also tired of listening to silence in- 
stead of messages on mine. The only thing 
rarer than messages on my machine are fast 
bank tellers and me vacuuming. By 
educating those who have prejudice against 
answering machines (usually non-owners) I 
hope “‘hang-ups’’ will become history. 

Remember that at one time very few peo- 
ple had answering machines. Of course, that 
was a long time ago, way before the Oprah 
Winfrey/Phil Donahue controversy. Then 
one day, as if by an act of Lee Iaccoca, these 
machines, like American-made cars became 
popular. 


By Mark Mulqueeney 


My mystical, magical machine, a gift that 
keeps on giving, caused my conversion to 
advocation of cassette communication. It 
came after years of McCarthy-like speeches 
aimed at the ‘‘Red’’ recorder. Yes, I too, 
was guilty of hanging up on taped talk, feel- 
ing tricked and deceived by technology. Be- 
ing fooled by a recording is as intense as 
driving behind somebody who successfully 
anticipates, decelerates and brakes for yellow 
lights. 

Receiving the devious device for my birth- 
day was like being slapped by Mother 
Theresa. I saw the light, my attitude ad- 
justed accordingly. A roommate who could 
collect my calls without complaints, as it 
were. 

Driving back to my apartment with the 


present snuggled securely into a seatbelt, | 
occasionally patted the box like a small, well- 
behaved child. The dashboard _ lights 
reflected a warm ocean-blue across the 
package and I was one with GTE. Now, 
ready for a new beginning. 

Hooking up the machine seemed easy, 
since changing lightbulbs, using extension 
cords and understanding velcro are things 
that come naturally to a mechanically 
inclined guy like myself. Three hours and a 
six pack later my _ simulated, plastic 
woodgrained wonder was functioning, 
thanks to a neighbor flipping the ‘“‘ON’’ 
switch. 

Now, all I had to worry about was my 
$300 phone bill—a minor problem, though 
my phone was disconnected because of it. 
Luckily, some friends started a collection on 
my behalf. You see, writing went out with 
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Madonna, since dialing a number became 
easier than picking up a pen, even a Sean 
Penn. My slate with Ma Bell was wiped 
clean quicker than a Laker fast-break. Now 
those same philanthropic friends get my 
taped tongue for their trouble; that’s pro- 
bably why I haven’t heard from them. 

I first sprinted into trouble with my 
machine when I had to make a message. The 
pressure was on ... keeping someone amus- 
ed long enough to leave a vocal note. The 
adrenalin pulsing through my chest while 
recording a minilogue remained constant for 
the twenty seconds of tape I had to fill. I 
hate my recorded voice, which sounds like a 
pubescent Beaver Cleaver. For me, making a 
message is about as exciting as watching 
dust settle, or vacuuming, for that matter. 

Not everything about owning a high-tech 
machine falls into the Top Gun category for 
entertainment. Most of the time it’s a 
ballgame during a rain delay. There are still 
selfish souls who lack the decency to leave 
their name and a ‘‘Hi howdoyoudo.’’ If 
everybody left a hello, I’d be happier than 
Pia Zadora winning an Oscar. Both are ex- 
tremely unlikely. 

On the other hand, there are some who 
call just to talk to my machine. They go 
right on rapping without realizing or 
remembering why they rang. They also call 
back later to say they forgot to tell me 
something. The advantage these people have 
over the silent types is at least they get to 
talk at me without being interrupted. Most 
of these callers are of the female persuasion, 
which is nice. At least I feel popular. (Dr. 
Ruth would say talking on phones is instinc- 
tual, rather than learned, behavior for 
women.) The only way to keep a man on the 
phone longer than two minutes is sex. For 
most men I know, talking on the phone for 
any length of time is a personal attack on 
their masculinity. 

(Another advantage arises when a 
machine shares space. Finding out how 
many friends called that day.) Yes, like 
paychecks on Friday, I look forward to hear- 
ing who’s on tape. Visualizing that soft 
Kelly-green light flashing in my dark, quiet 
abode as I drive home from work. I can 
almost hear my friends calling to say they 
got tickets to the Playboy Jazz Festival. Or 
better yet, Hugh Hefner calling to invite me 
personally. Yeah, that’s it, he’s got my 
ticket. 

Anticipation mounts as the key slides ef- 
fortlessly into the lock and the door handle 
yields to my knowingly gentle touch. Not 
looking at my ‘‘cassette compadre,’’ I head 
to the kitchen for a cold Corona, then, grab- 
bing a bag of Doritos on the way back, I 


UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE/Spring 1987 


‘ 


meander over to ‘‘mi amigo.” 

“Hmm, light looks a little dim from five 
feet away,’’ I think to myself. 

Concern begins to crowd my thoughts 
like an office elevator at the end of a long 
day. Setting down the bottle and bag, I’m 
hit with the possibility that either my rec- 
tangular, recording roommate was left on 
rewind, the phone’s been disconnected again 
or worse yet, nobody called. Instinct takes 
over_as I run through the complicated pro- 
cedure of trouble-shooting my brown-box 
baby. Picking up the receiver to hear the 
dial tone clearly, I check to see if the clear 
cord snaking under the table is plugged-in. 

‘*Looks OK to me.’’ Next, see if she’s on 
play, ‘‘Yep, she’s on.’’ ‘‘Well,’’ I mutter, 
standing in the dark, beer in hand, ‘guess 
both friends lost my number again. Third 
time this week and it’s only Tuesday.’’ 


(Answering machines are not for those easi- 
ly depressed, I muse while chugging absent- 
mindedly.) J hate knowing the fact that 
nobody called. Even a wrong number would 
be OK, then at least I’d know somebody 
dialed my number. 

The benefits in owning an electronic 
secretary vary, depending on how many 
enemies or obnoxious acquaintances you 
have. There’s another problem though, but 
that doesn’t happen for awhile, like three 
hours during installation. The person who 
left a message on the recorder whose call I 
didn’t return. I live alone and my cat will 
have zero to do with the machine since 
there’s nothing in it for her. Typical feline. 
Take it from me, I’ve had about as much 
success and co-operation from my pet as 
Reagan did with the $88 billion ‘‘Highway 
Bill.”’ 


The only time I won’t answer my phone 
is when I’m doing something important like 
watching sports, feeding my cat or around 
the first of the month. All other times I’m 
as easy to reach as Lee Iacocca during a 
recall. 

Why defend the answering machine when 
it seems to cause me so much anxiety and 
pain? Easy. Screening calls when I’m home 
is always convenient since hostile callers can 
affect a good game on T.V. The landlord 
calling for late rent is the best example, 
although that only happens about every 30 
days or so. Some friends think I’m always 
home, but that I’m too lazy to answer the 
phone, so their messages seem suspiciously 
like Norman Bates: 

*“*Mark...Mark... are you home? I know 
you're there. Mark, answer the 
phone...Mark? I guess you’re not 
home’’...click. 

Answering machines are also a good way 
to amuse yourself on a cold and cloudy after- 
noon. When my rentgod or anyone else who 
darkens my machine calls, I'll listen to the 
message at a faster speed. Like getting yelled 
at by Webster, it’s hard to take seriously. It 
stretches a smile across my face like a good 
Far Side comic strip, but even more impor- 
tantly, it takes less time to listen to 
somebody snarl, snap and snort. I don’t 
need negativism, the evening news is bad 
enough. 

It was only recently that I realized how 
other people look at their machines. Last 
week, my tape snapped. An answering 
machine without a tape is like a camera 
without film--useless. So I looked in the 
phone book and found a store for injured 
answering machines. I was off the hook and 
so was my phone. I was not prepared for this 
experience. 

Walking into the shop, bright flourescent 
lights greeted me along with a New Age 
radio station. There was a row of people to 
my left, sitting patiently, number in hand, 
machine close by and a pensive look on their 
faces as the numbers were called. Grabbing a 
number, I sat between an elderly lady and an 
‘eighties’? guy. The woman had enough 
wrinkles on her face to make the lines on 
graph paper envious and a dress that looked 
like my shower curtain. On my right was 
the Yupster, all labeled out. An America’s 
Cup sailing cap covered his perfectly styled 
short hair, a face smoother than a baby’s 
bottom, Vuarnets hugging his neck, and a 
pink Polo pullover, ironed. His BMW key 
chain peeked out of his creased 501s and 
cute Keebok hightops covered his feet. As | 
sat there, totaling the amount of money 

(Continued on page 42) 
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It all began about two months ago; I sat 
sipping a zombie during a CSULB extra cur- 
ricular activity, staring into u bowl of 
M&M’s in front of me. I thought of the 
jingle, ‘“All the world loves M&M’s...’’ It’s 
no wonder the world loves ’em, I giggled, 
M&Ms come in so many colors. Gulping 
down the last of my drink, I intoxicatingly 
viewed the M&M’s as people of the world. I 
imagined the dark brown as the Africans or 
those of dark skin, rich brown and chocolaty 
smooth. The tan candies I dubbed the 
Hispanics or the beach people of California, 
warm and glowing in summer skin. The 
yellow represented the yolk of the East, peo- 
ple of the Orient. Orange depicted the 
American Indians, bright orange as a 
western sunset. Finally, the green, like shiny 
shamrocks, they were the Irish. What a 
global gathering; a candy coated cultural ex- 
perience! Smiling into my empty glass—I 
knew it was time for another zombie. 

Returning from the bar, I noticed 
something odd; the Irish M&M’s were a 
minority. Either they weren’t good 
Catholics or something fishy was going on 
here. I asked the students around me what 
they thought. 

One girl spoke of the magical aphrodisiac 
qualities attributed to green M&M’s. She 
swore they worked better than oysters or 
vitamin E, suggesting that’s why there were 
so few. Judging by her leather mini, her 
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The Meltdown On M & M’s 


By Elaine Bigney 


shoulder-baring T-shirt and the just- 
rolled-in-the-hay hairdo, I figured she was a 
reliable source. 

I remembered having heard the same in- 
formation from friends in high school; it 
almost seemed common knowledge then. I 
wonder who started the rumor? And why? I 
suppose it might have worked as a great ex- 
cuse for the guys in high school, trying to 


persuade girlfriends ... . ‘But honey, we’ve 
got to. I ate too many green M&M’s 
today.”’ 


If the rumor is true, then green M&M’s 
are possibly the most widely used stimulant, 
offering unlimited consumption for any age. 
With this in mind, green M&M’s could be 
the next target for Nancy Reagan’s anti 
drug campaign. I can hear it now...‘“When 
someone offers you a green M&M, just say 
no. It’s OK to say no. Stop the Madness!”’ 

Anti-drug slogans danced with the zom- 
bies in my head when I was hit with another 
tid-bit of information; it seems the rock 
group Van Halen won’t allow brown 
M&M’s_ backstage at their concerts. 
They’re considered taboo or bad luck. My 
God! What was the fascination with the col- 
ors of M&M’s that could cause people to 
have such varied convictions about them? 

My curiousity peaked—besides the sym- 


bolic colors of M&M7’s, what did the little 
““M’’ imprinted on each candy stand for? 
Possibly manitou? They must have some 
supernatural power to have such an affect 
on people’s imaginations, including my 
own. 

My heart became uneasy. Call it intuition, 
call it jabberwocky, hell, call it whatever 
you like, but I knew right then, something 
was afoot. I knew I was on to something, 
something big; I felt I had to find some 
answers to the mounting questions. After 
all, M&M’s are practically an American in- 
stitution; for years, this has been the candy 
we’ve thanked Mom and the Easter Bunny 
for every Easter. 

I had to get to the bottom of this. Truth 
would prevail. I decided to call the Mars cor- 
poration, the creators of M&M’s. It would 
have to wait till morning though—at the 
moment, it was time for another zombie. 

After choking down two Bufferin and a 
glass of tomato juice, I called Hackettstown, 
New Jeresy, mecca of M&M/Mars. Ruth 
Mottram answered for the consumer affairs 
department. Ruthie seemed nice enough; 
she didn’t hang up on me, even when I ask- 
ed what the ‘‘M’’ on each M&M stood for. 
She divulged that Forrest E. Mars and Bruce 
Murrie created M&M’s, then put their in- 
itials on each candy. During this part of our 
conversation I felt that maybe my previous 
intuitions were mistaken, and this was simp- 
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ly a misunderstood, friendly candy com- 
pany. 

Continuing my investigation, I casually 
asked, ‘‘So Ruthie, how much profit is made 
in a year from M&M’s?”’ An unnerving 
silence followed. 


A good 30 seconds later Ruthie said, 


‘‘We are a private company and are not 
obligated to reveal such information,’’ her 
voice biting and raw. 

What was the big deal? Why was she be- 
ing so closed-mouthed, almost as if she had 
something to hide? 

Slowly and cautiously I said, ‘‘I thought I 
would be able to find that information in 
candy publications.’’ 

Ruthie cut in sharply. ‘Find it.’’ 

Before I was able to think of a comeback, 
Ruthie asked who I was working for. Instead 
of allowing me to answer, she suggested that 
I simply write her a letter submitting any 
further questions I might have concerning 
M&M candies. She was abrupt and final. It 
was obvious she didn’t have the patience for 
impromptu questioning. 

I thanked her for her time and hung up. 
Whoever suggested going to the horse’s 
mouth for first-hand information had never 
dealt with Ruthie or the Mars corporation. I 
felt I had just dealt with the ‘‘other end.”’ 

Ultimately, though, Ruthie had 
strengthened my convictions that there was 
something, something big, going on. The 
delusions of grandeur and paranoia in 
Ruthie’s voice suggested that she or her 
employers had something to hide. I was deal- 
ing with some kind of candy coated cover- 
up, involving consumers across America. 
What heinous injustice was being commit- 
ted? Some kind of Candygate? Or Candy- 
scam? Were the Contras somehow involv- 
ed? 

Moved with a growing sense of 
patriotism, I decided to do some research of 
my own into the M&M/Mars corporation. 
The CSULB library was my first stop. Turn- 
ing to the Infotrac Database for leads, it 
referred me to an issue of Fortune. 

The statistics were staggering, and my 
suspicions mounted as I read that M&M 
plain and peanut candies shared a quarter of 
a billion dollars in sales in 1984; I estimate 
this figure to be higher now. The article 
went on to say, ‘‘Mars is so secretive that 
the industry calls it the Kremlin.’” My mind 
began to race; could Russia be involved? 
Could it be that Ruthie was a member of the 
KGB? 

Reading on, I learned that 70 percent of 
all candy is bought on impulse and that 
because of this, Mars persuaded merchants 
to put a candy display near their cash 
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registers. I shuddered as I imagined what 
Mars’ persuasive techniques might have 
been. Who were the merchants involved? 
Supposed Russian defectors, perhaps, set up 
as retail merchants? 

Mars’ latest offensive, though, was one 
aimed at changing their confection’s image, 
not those of Russian defectors. According to 
Fortune, Mars is attempting to convince 
consumers that M&M’s are a “‘sweet snack, 
not a fattening, tooth-rotting, pimple 
producing junk food.’’ At 500 calories per 
3.41 ounces, I found that statement hard to 
digest. I wondered if a sweet snack is better 
for you than candy. 

To create this new image, Mars was 
reported as having paid five million dollars 
so that Snickers and M&M’s would be ‘“‘the 
official snack food of the 1984 Olympic 
games.’’ I guess snack foods are the 
Cadillacs of sweet snacks. The use of the 
word food certainly implies nutritional 
value. 

Further research into snack foods led me 
to believe that the ‘‘new image’’ Mars con- 
tinues to promote is linked to their desire to 
cash in on the 25 billion dollar a year snack 
food industry. It was evident—Mars wanted 
to take a bite out of snack food profits. It all 
seemed so criminal; pawning off candy- 
coated chocolate drops as nutrition is an of- 
fense against man but can not be ignored. 

I left the library and retreated to my car 
hoping there might be a letter from Ruthie 
when I returned home. I needed proof, 
possibly a confession. New Jersey just might 
be my ticket. 

Driving home, a song came over my car 
radio, sung by Sammy Davis Jr. Its lyrics 
startled me... “‘Who can take a rainbow, 
sprinkle it with dew, cover it with chocolate 
and a miracle or two? The candyman. The 
candyman can...’ 

Was this some kind of secret code? Was 
Mars the candy man? Or was Sammy a 
comrade of the candy Kremlin? Had Sammy 
ever opened for Van Halen? Was that a real 
glass eye? Could this be another twisted link 
in this lengthening and tangled chain of a 
candy cover-up? 

It was a month later before Ruthie’s letter 
arrived. The ‘‘new image’’ was in practice; 
M&Ms were never referred to as candy but 
rather as a snack food throughout the entire 
letter. Ruthie was concise, poignant and ob- 
viously premeditated; she divulged that 
M&M’s peanut candies were the third 
favorite snack food in America, with 
M&Ms plain coming in fourth. It was 
almost as if she was boasting about the suc- 
cess of the new image. I cried for the naivete 
of the American consumer. 


Ruthie had mentioned the reintroduction 
of red M&Ms to the regular packaging. I 
suppose red represents the Russian popula- 
tion. Why were they omitted in the first 
place, I wondered, and when? Perhaps Mc- 
Carthyism of the 50s? Ruthie attests their 
deletion as merely a reaction to the red-dye 
scare of 1976. She noted that even though 
the original M&M’s didn’t use the ques- 
tionable dye, they were discontinued before 
any concern arose. Who are we going to 
believe? 

According to M&M’s new packaging, 
““M&M’s now come in more bright colors 
and that means more fun in every pack! By 
popular demand, we’ve added red pieces to 
our product. More colors make M&M’s 
Chocolate Candies even more enjoyable.”’ 
Who demanded them back? Sounds like pro- 
paganda in practice to me. 

Had Ruthie no conscience? After 
boasting over a more “‘colorful,’’ ‘‘en- 
joyable’’ product, she then admitted to her 
employer’s practice of color segregation dur- 
ing packaging. She insisted that this act was 
solely a response to consumer preference 
tests. What consumer in his right mind 
would deny himself such an inexpensive 
stimulant? 

All preference tests conducted by this in- 
vestigator affirmed the opposite. My 
research noted that eight out of ten CSULB 
students with a preference preferred green 
M&Ms over any other color, for undisclos- 
ed reasons. 

Finally, Ruthie’s response to my question 
concerning the powers attributed to green 
M&M’s was as follows: “‘These claims 
cannot be substantiated scientifically or 
medically.’ 

Lighting a cigarette, I raised my feet up 
on my desk, crossing my legs at the ankles 
(it seemed like the thing to do), and dwelt on 
Ruthie’s le.ter. I remained confused. How 
did Sammy Davis Jr. fit into all this? Or 
Van Halen? Are snack foods more nutri- 
tional than candy? What is a snack food? 
Why was Mars so secretive—what were 
they covering up? Possibly their hush-hush 
reasons for color segregating their product? 
But the most vital question of all remains ... 
do green M&M’s make you horny or don’t 
they? 

Positive proof withstanding, I pledged to 
continue my investigation. I decided to take 
action, to prove green M&M’s either potent 
or placebos. Of course the coupons Ruthie 
sent redeemable for free M&M’s had 
nothing to do with my decision. After all, 
what else can you say melts in your mouth 
not in your hands, on a lonely Saturday 


night? Q 
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One recent morning, 


after pulling another Vivarin all- 
\ ee : ? ae : . nighter to comply with a professor’s 
GN f,  ) 2 ‘ as, “g Sadistic demands, I asked myself a simple 
\ Be le re aS Cheon | Wa 
4! = dy 8 M2 oe at the hell am I doing in college: 
=z f * 4° Why do I put up with the horrors: of the 
§=Admissions, Housing and Financial-Aid offices? 
Why do I postpone real life, postpone financial 
Pe . Success, -and contemplate harakiri every time I get a poor 
"test score? It is, I’m told by my whip crackin’ teachers, to 
help assure me a financially sound future, a piece of the red, 
white and blue pie, a front row seat in the American Dream 
(2.5 kids, a mortgage, a dog who buries your loafers and a spouse 
with a mother for whom you want to pour hemlock). 
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But, this is California — the Versailles of America. We’ve got all 
of the movie stars, most of the tanning booths and none of the bad 
weather; we’re the center ring, the hipper-than-hip spot, the ‘zone’ 
a la mode. Our version of the dream must include more than 2.5 
kids and a shoe-stealing flea bag, but what? I decided to search out 
and discover the California Dream, if for no other reason than to 
give me the incentive to continue these bleary-eyed study sessions 

The next morning, while slumped over a stale Danish and a bowl 
of Mr. ‘T’ cereal, I stumbled upon an interesting item in the Los 
Angeles Times. South Coast Plaza, the Solvang of Newport, had 
opened two new department stores. The Times described the event 
as ‘‘back-to-back mega-parties.’” Some 3000 folks each paid $60 to 
experience the opening of a department store! Did they know 
something I didn’t? I was intrigued. The article gave the overall feel- 
ing that Newporters possess some sort of esoteric knowledge of hap- 
piness. Could the ‘‘California Dream’’ lie within this Denmark of 
molded plastic and nasal candy? I decided to find out. 

Not knowing Newport too well, I phoned an old girlfriend named 
Soda. Soda, whom I’d spent several Saturday afternoons with heckl- 
ing the salesmen at the Organ Exchange, would be the perfect guide. 
She was a bleached blonde cocaine vacuum with a Ph.D in Newport 
party connections. The social Sheena of Balboa. 

We met the next day at the Noguchi Rock Gardens. I explained 
my quest and asked if she could help me out. 

‘‘Sure,’’ she said ‘‘but you can’t go in there wearing holey Levis 
and a GBH T-shirt. You’ve got to go in undercover, incognito — 
you’ve got to drive the right car, wear the right clothes and take the 
right drugs.’ 

“Drugs?” 

“*Yeah,’’ she continued. ‘‘Newport is just as much a mental state 
as a physical one. You must reach the proper plane of thought if you 
really want to relate.” 

As she continued talking I noticed the hell-fire red emblem of the 
Westin South Coast Plaza Hotel staring down at me. A glue sniffing 
Ozzy worshipper once pointed out this structure’s odd satanic 
relevance: The building lies on Anton Way, the same name as the 
Satanic church’s ‘‘black pope’? Anton LaVey. Its address is 6606. 
And it is a white building surrounded by four black buildings — the 
same way a white candle is surrounded by four black ones in satanic 
rituals. Considering this building’s close proximity to Newport’s 
Solvang, I had questions. Was this an ominous sign portending what 
I might find on my quest? What symbolic relevance might the hotel 
have to the California Dream? How come there’s not an Ozzy 
Osborne song about this? 

It was Friday night and we were off. As we screamed down PCH 
in Soda’s my-mother-lent-it-to-me-but-she-don’t-know-it BMW, we 
gulped down a couple XTC capsules — to help us reach *‘the proper 
plane of thought.’’ We had reservations at a Newport hotspot 
known as far away as Midway City. As we screeched into the park- 
ing lot, Soda pulled out a nitrous oxide bottle. 

‘‘Haha break’’ she announced. That’s the dentist daughter’s ver- 
sion of Miller Time. We sucked down a couple lungfulls and were 
immobilized in hysterics for 20 minutes. 

After the effects of the nitrous wore off, we strolled in. The 
hostess flashed us an I-chase-parked-cars smile and led us to our 
table. The XTC was kicking in. Orgasmic rushes of electrified 
pleasure along with physically overwhelming laughing spasms 
engulfed my entire body. Colors became fluorescently vibrant, 
smells violently pungent; taste became a menagerie of cotton- 
candied sensations, tangible for a second, then gone. A mental 
metamorphosis occured: I was transformed from a cynical, 
twenty-three year old burn-out into a quivering receptacle begg- 
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ing physical stimuli, a mindless pleasure-lover enslaved by desire. 
XTC made the world fun, simple and free from guilt. I smiled. 

‘Pretty neat ,hhuh?’’ Soda asked, knowing my mind state. ‘No 
freak outs,’’ she added, ‘‘no hang over...it’s great.’ XTC...the 
California new-vogue drug. Some neo-Timothy Leary molecularly 
blueprinted this prescription for the present Iran-is-our-ally?- 
enemy?-ally? generation. In Newport even the drugs are designer. 

A middle-aged couple sitting a table away provided the first 
California vision. The woman, shoehorned into a black evening 
gown, smothered in furs and dripping with jewelry, disclosed her 
plans to sue Ralph’s for shelving the pate so close to the Kal Kan. 
The man sat oblivious to her, reading an article on corporate com- 
mando techiques in The Executive. Their drinks arrived. ‘Lhe 
woman ordered a ‘63 Brolio Chianti Classico, but at the rate she in- 
haled it, it could just as well have been an ‘87 Boones Farm Skaggs 
blue-tag special. 

Was this the California Dream, to wrap your fat wife in dead 
mammal skins, load her down with enough jewelry to value the 
GNP of Chad, Niger and Zimbabwe combined, soak her in 
Chanel No. 5, take her to dinner and then ignore her? Or was 
she living the Dream, frivolously spending money she didn’t earn 
on items designed to cover up the inadequacies of her body? 

Over on our other side, a triple-chinned woman declared to her 
friend that she was on a strict weight-loss plan, after which she 
ordered an antipasto, a plate of linguine, and a Diet Coke. She 
then proceeded to whine about the living hell she’d endured at a 
Beverly Hills fat farm; they’d forced her to eat such vile things 
as celery, rice cakes and non-candied apples. Those bastards! 


After reviving from my third XTC-induced spell of uncontrollable 
laughter, I spotted our waitress eyeing me with suspicion. I could see 
it now.... She’d narc, bring over the manager who’d give me some 
sort of Newport Jim Crow pop-quiz — like which costs more, a 
hand-crafted, imitation-leather tote bag by Gucci or a pair of three- 
inch, satin Perry Ellis pumps laden with rhinestones? I’d fail, which 
would send me deeper into hysterics; the cops would come, take a 
urine sample, test it, stamp me a raving banana and send me off on a 
Quaalude holiday. No such luck. 

After leaving the Art Trendo palace, we ventured down to 
Newport’s cultural and intellectual center: the Fun Zone. The Zone 
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possesses hipness in a Martha Quinn sort of way. It’s the Ellis Island 
for Orange County’s population of pimple-faced pre-teens who are 
engrossed solely in high-score honors on either Space Invaders or 
the Penoids from Mars. The ultimate brain puzzle for these 
bleached-haired munchkins is figuring out how to abbreviate 
obscenities on the arcade game’s three-letter initial board; 
successes include ‘‘FUQ,”’ ““DIK,”’ and “‘KOK.”’ I noticed a group 
of what one could call punkers, but who looked more like Suzy- 
cloned mall warriors, gathering in a circle. One ‘“‘punker’’ declared 
that he was more ‘“‘punk’’ than the other and to prove it he ripped 
off one of his six Swatch watches and mashed it into the pavement. 

Now I remember when being punk was charging skateboards 
through Safeway on acid, or doing the Worm in broken Coke bot- 
tles. But mashing a glorified Timex into the pavement? Uh-uh. The 
Fun Zone’s California Dream consists of hip-seeking neophytes try- 
ing to live the MTV illusionary life, and perfect their disconnected, 
Less-Than-Zero fascade of jaded affluence. 

After another lungfull of haha gas we decided to search out more 
adult ‘‘fun.’’ The club was called Kiss. Kiss is the haven for preppie- 
come-latelys and hairy, beer-bellied Arabs doing their best Don 
Johnson. Transparent-eyed Peroxide Betties with cola-rotting 
nostrils danced gracelessly to the club’s modern contempo sound 
system. The music, once called Disco, blasts at an ear-piercing level. 
To save themselves from strep throat, Kiss’ male patrons have 
chosen to cut down on needless small talk and have coined lines 
which get right to the point. ‘‘I’ve got coke!”’ and ‘‘will you come 
home with me?’’ seemed the night’s favorites. I cornered one of the 
Miami Vice sheiks and asked him what he thought the California 
Dream was. 

“See them big titties?’’ he drooled. 

‘The ones connected to that girl?’’ I asked. 

He grinned, revealing a face full of capped teeth, ripped open his 
shirt, exposing a shag-carpeted chest, and charged toward the breasts 
like a man on a mission. Well, I was on a misson too, but this place 
had little to offer, so after a few bargain-rate three-dollar Budweisers 


we left. 
We had three choices, a ‘“‘punker’’ party, a frat rush party or a 


party for local commodities brokers, lawyers and their vacant dates. 

‘*Well,’’ I said to Soda, ‘‘I’ve seen enough jewelry damage for 
one night, and I don’t particularly wish to violate any farm animals, 
so let’s check out the CBs, maybe they know the California 
Dream.”’ 

The party was near Laver Street. Laver! LaVey? A normal mind 
might consider two references to the Satanic Church’s Anton 
LaVey coincidental, but a mind swimming in XTC wouldn’t. After 
all, Nostradamus’ second anti-Christ was named ‘‘Hister.’’ Things 
were getting weird. We entered the party. It was like any other par- 
ty; it consisted of old lines, big lies and discussions on such socially 
worthy topics as the ‘‘Chip Clip.’’ I wandered about, eavesdropping 
on conversations, hoping to pick up some clues. In one conversation, 
two lawyers were arguing the merits of the Mercedes 450 SLC as if 
it were a creation in and of itself. Mercedes Benz existen- 
tialism...what a concept! 

I was approached suddenly by a starched-collared guy in his mid- 
twenties. He looked painfully out of place in his Montgomery Wards 
polyester shirt-pants combo and salad-bowl haircut. 

‘*Hi, I’m Norman and I’m a field rep for the Praise Unlimited 
Toy Company,’’ he said, handing me a small catalog. Among its 
many tempting commodities was Grace, the pro-life doll which, 
when squeezed, says ‘‘God knew me before I was born,’’ and the 
baby Jesus doll wrapped in a blue blanket with a snap-on, non-toxic, 
glow-in-the-dark halo and a card which reads: My Name Is Jesus. 
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Jesus Loves You. Iam Your Friend, Please Love Me. 

Norman told me that this doll was available in anglo, black and 
Hispanic models. 

“Is there an Australopithecine model?’’ I asked. 


The party had loosened up considerably, due to the fact that 
everyone was gobbling down handfuls of Tequila worms and break- 
ing out the cocaine reserves. The party tramp was a heavy-metaller 
named Judy. She wore synthetic rattlesnake skin tights, a road-kill 
fur coat and the usual toxic amounts of five-dollar-a-gallon perfume, 
chocolate-scented lip gloss and barbed-wire jewelry. As a whole,she 
was about as sexy as a baboon covered with Vicks Vapo Rub. A very 
drunk lawyer, who'd spent the night telling ‘*T-suess-you-had-to-be- 
there type’’ humor stories, asked if he could rent her for an hour. I 
heard the word ‘‘Coke’’ and they trotted happily off together. Who 
ever said you can’t buy love in a bottle? 

Carol, Judy’s friend, was a neo-glam rocker on a nostalgia trip — 
not your average kind, but the nostalgia that’s generated by back 
issues of Tiger Beat and/or the complete musical works of Leif Gar- 
rett. Carol believed that the California Dream was partying for a 
social cause. 

‘‘T went to this designer Tupperware party where they donated 
one third of the proceeds to the Mothers Against Drunk Drivers.” 

“‘Really?’’ I asked ‘‘What’d you do there?’’ 

‘Oh, nothin’, we just sat around and snorted cocaine.”’ 

“*Cocaine?...isn’t that a little hypocritical?’’ I asked. 

‘“Hypo-what?’’ 

Carol was part of that lost-weekend generation that came of age 
before non-brain-damaging modeling glue, another Orange Coun- 
tyite free from the ravages of the intellectual thought process. 

Two lawyers and a commodities broker were playing with a Ouija 
Board, hoping to conjure up a spirit that would give them some in- 
sider stock market information. 

Right, the Ouija Board, I mocked. The idea of a legitimate device 
to contact the unknown being mass-produced by a toy company is 
ludicrous. Suddenly Ozzy’s Mr. Crowley came on the radio. A 
sign? ‘‘Move over, guys,’’ I said. ‘‘I want in on this game!”’ 

“Tet’s ask it what the California Dream is,’’ I said. 

“The California Dream?’’ The Johnny GQ, cosmetic-contacts- 

(Continued on page 37) 
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Wheels 


(Continued from page 5) 

sure you get all the bike you need — 
nothing less, but also nothing more. We’re 
fortunate today because there are so many 
fine brands to select from,’’ he emphasized. 
Leading bike manufacturers in the United 
States, Europe, and Japan are producing full 
lines which include lightweight, multi- 
geared models ranging in price from less 
than $300 to more than $2,000,’’ depen- 
ding on the components the frame is fitted 
with. Suntour’s (Cyclone, Sprint), 
Shimano’s (Dura Ace, 600), and Cam- 
pagnolo’s (Victory, Super Record and ‘‘C”’ 
Record), are the most commonly selected 
components noted for their precision and 
durability. Each of these manufacturers pro- 
vide a variety of components or ‘‘groups,’’ 
as they are sometimes called in the business, 
at various prices ($500 to over $1,000). 

Terrain, road surface, and fitness objec- 
tives are other points to consider. In hilly 
areas, extra weight (a common characteristic 
of lesser-quality bikes) would be detrimental. 
The lighter frames built of Columbus, 
Reynolds, and Tange tubing, are the most 
frequently selected. Also, on poor road sur- 
faces, where the bike will be exposed to fre- 
quent pounding shocks, the more expensive 
frame — made to handle stress of both tor- 
que and vibration — will be far more 
durable in the long run. 

The salesman introduced a few closing 
thoughts for Lenny to consider. ‘‘I’ll be 
honest with you and maybe shock you a bit, 
but anyone who is serious about cycling and 
ready to make a commitment to the sport 
should spend a minimum of $350 to $400 
for an entire bicycle. If fitness is your objec- 
tive remember that no bicycle is going to 
automatically make you a faster or more 
proficient rider. It’s the motor that counts, 
and the motor is you. The role of the bicycle 
is to let the motor function. Using the bicy- 
cle to reach a level of fitness means that a 
considerable amount of time and mileage 
will be spent on the bike.”’ 

And finally, any bike, no matter how fan- 
cy or expensive it is, that doesn’t allow you 
to pedal from the correct position is not as 
good as a cheaper model that does. The 
salesman concluded, ‘‘the bike should fit 
you like a good pair of shoes: never hurting 
no matter how long or how often you wear 
them. So, if and when you choose to pur- 
chase a bicycle, make sure the bike is ad- 
justed correctly according to your size, body 
proportions, and purpose (touring, racing, 
etc.). Think about it Lenny, and when 
you’ve made a decision, based on what I’ve 
told you, come back and see me!”’ 
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WATCH 


n AIDS Story 


Sonya Shelton 


In a few years, the annual AIDS death toll 
will far exceed the Vietnam body count. 
Many of these victims will be young people. 
How many CSULB students will be among 
them? 

Even though students are in the high risk 
group for contracting AIDS, they are not 
demonstrating a sincere interest in protec- 
ting themselves against this dreaded disease. 

Caroll Campbell, CSULB sociology lec- 
turer, teaching a class on the social aspects 
of AIDS, reports a wide gap between 
students knowledge of AIDS and _ their 
behavior. It’s as though AIDS hasn’t struck 
home yet. Dr. Jim Kelly, another CSULB 
professor, concurs, ‘‘I believe students are 
far from changing their behaviors.’’ He 
goes on to express his concern that students 
will probably not change their habits until 
““someone they know comes down with 
AIDS.”’ 

While the media bandies the word ‘‘pro- 
tection’ around, how many of us really 
know what this implies? The literature 
distributed at Project Ahead, a Long Beach 
AIDS prevention program, states ‘‘con- 
doms, spermicides, gloves, and rubber dams 
for the mouth’’ should be used whenever 
contact is made with another’s genitals. 
Female students interviewed at the Center, 
while waiting to have blood drawn for an 
HIV test (which determines the presence of 
the AIDS antibody) were almost unanimous 
in their reaction to this advice, ‘‘I would feel 
like I was performing surgery on my part- 
ner.’ Admittedly, some ‘“‘fun would be 
taken out of sex,’’ as one girl put it, but is 
there any excuse for practicing unsafe sex? 


” 


Although many refuse to face the 
danger, women are at risk since semen 
carrying the virus can easily invade their 
bodies. Even a certificate stating one’s 


blood has ‘‘tested negative’ is no 
guarantee the person is a safe sex partner. 
The test only determines the presence of 
antibodies that have developed from an ex- 
posure occuring six weeks to six months 
before the blood is drawn. Dr. Kelly 
adamantly states that, ‘‘anyone who buys 
the idea that someone with a certificate is 
clean is crazy.’ 

How are students going to become aware 
of this very real risk to their health and well 
being? Expecting them to abstain from sex 
seems ludicrous. As Kelly puts it ‘‘Relation- 
ships are the most important things in life, 
and sex complements a relationship.’’ He 
would like to see all sexually active students 
engaged in safe, informed sex. 

According to Kelly, the faculty must 
realize the potential impact AIDS can have 
on our campus, before students will face the 
hazard. He has proposed the inclusion of a 
video on AIDS in the University 100 course 
which new students must take. But his idea 
has gotten no response. Meanwhile, Caroll 


Campbell has introduced a course on the 
social aspects of AIDS. She presents the ef- 
fects of AIDS on women, the family, the 
workplace and the econorny. Most of her 
students are sociology majors interested in 
the behavioral aspects of the disease. They 
are already committed to understand and 
serve society. The general student popula- 
tion still has its collective head in the sand. 
Hopefully, the academic community will be 
drawn together to confront the issue. We 
can’t ignore AIDS any longer. As_ in- 
dividuals freely choosing our behavior, we 
must do our part to control this disease. 
Perhaps by the time the second annual 
AIDS Prevention Week rolls around CSULB 
will be facing the realities of AIDS. 
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WATCH 


hesis For Sale 


Lynne Allison 


Money, it is said, can’t buy everything. It 
can’t buy love, health or happiness, but at 
Research Assistance, a local term paper 
store, it can buy your way through college. 

Today’s undergraduate college student 
can purchase a ready-made term paper of 
any length for a mere $6.50 per page. Or if 
the twenty-five page paper you need isn’t 
among the 16,242 they currently have on 
file, one will be written for you, provided 


DOMINO’S 
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that you give them a few sources, a —schools, classes and professors.’’ 


minimum of three weeks, and $500, up 
front. Establishments such as Research 
Assistance and Author’s Research Services, 
Inc. sell term papers of all types and lengths 
to any interested party, no questions asked. 
How, you may be wondering, are 
warehouses of this type able to exist? 
Term paper stores operate incognito, 
disguised as research assistance organiza- 
tions. They sell papers of varying lengths to 
anyone who has the cash; even theses and 
dissertations are available at most outlets. 
A term-paper store in Illinois advertises: 
‘Toll-free phone ordering! Next day or 
same day delivery! Order catalog with credit 
card or COD now! In our 13th year!”’ 
What these warehouses don’t tell you is 
that the paper you’re thinking of buying 
may have already been bought hundreds or 
thousands of times, depending on the age of 
the paper. When asked about the number of 
times a particular paper can be sold, an 
employee at Research Assistance said, ‘‘Uh, 
well, we sell them over and over, but not to 
the same school.’’ A first-hand account of a 
USC graduate who purchased a term paper 
from this very same organization says other- 
wise. 
“They didn’t ask for any ID, but they 
made me sign a list of students’ names, 


This would suggest that term paper stores 
do sell papers to students at the same school; 
they'll only deny you if one of your 
classmates has already bought the paper in 
question. Dr. Marion S. Beaumont, 
economics professor at CSULB, encountered 
a case of plagiarism many years ago. 

“IT don’t recall the details, but it was one 
of those unfortunate cases for the students 
where I read two term papers that were ex- 
actly alike,’’ said Beaumont. ‘‘The students 
were in two different sections of the same 
class. What had happened, apparently, was 
that both students had obtained a copy of 
this much-used term paper.”’ 

So regardless of what you’re told about 
the ‘“‘safety’’ of buying a term paper, pur- 
chasing one can lead to a slew of graver 
issues. When a student buys a research 
paper, he or she is committing plagiarism. 
CSULB’s policy statement on cheating and 
plagiarism outlines the disciplinary actions 
available to faculty members who discover 
cases of plagiarism. 

A variety of penalties are at the discretion 
of the faculty member who unmasks a 
plagiarist. They range from an ‘‘F’’ grade 
on the particular assignment or an ‘“‘F’’ in 
the course to probation, suspension or ex- 
pulsion from the CSU system. Certain 
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Get acquainted 


DANIELS ... 


The largest, most 
complete artists'/ 
architectural supply 
& equipment store in 
California, catering 


professionals and to 
college and art 
school students... 


Sale Prices every 
week on many items... 
Discounts to Students. 


PLANNING A CAREER IN ART—ARCHITECTURE—DESIGN— 


ILLUSTRATION—GRAPHIC ARTS? 


with 


especially to 


Acrylics @ Airbrushes e Art & Architectural 
Books e Brushes e Canvas e@ Chairs & Stools e 
Drafting Machines e Easels e Frames e Pens & 
Pencils @ Portfolios @ Projectors e T-Squares e 
Templates @ Tables e Triangles © Tapes e Vel- 
lums e@ Watercolors e And Thousands of Other 


Items. Visit our Display of Colorful, Contemporary 
Italian Furniture. 


H.G. Daniels Co. 


Everything for the Artist, Architect, Draftsman & Engineer 
Books on the Fine Arts 


2543 West Sixth Street e Los Angeles © Phone 387-1211 


SHOP 9-5 SATURDAYS, 8:30-5:30 WEEKDAYS 


“At Least 95% of the Fish Sold 


in Southern California Isn’t 


Good Enough for My Customers.” 


—Harold Rothman 
LOS ALAMITOS FISH CO. RESTAURANT 


My customers demand near-perfect fish. And I spend much 
of my time providing it. 

At FISH CO., we start with the most costly fish and seafood 
available. This kind of fish you do not get at your corner 
grocery or even at most fancy restaurants. It is flown in Fresh 
daily from around the world. We cut it by hand at the 
restaurant and broil it the way you like it. 

I hope you'll come in soon. We always try to make Fish 
Co. a comfortable place to entertain friends, clients and fami- 
ly, and to enjoy the finest fish in town. 

Of, if- you prefer, our fish market is available for you to 
prepare your selection at home. Because we are a high 
volume restaurant our fish is always fresh—it never lies in the 
case waiting to be bought, as in other markets. We are sure 


you will be pleased. J ) d ‘F ‘, 


Gold Medal Winner Restaurant Writers Association 


(213) 594-4553 


11061 Los Alamitos Blvd., Los Alamitos 


BankAmericard © Master Charge © Ample Free Parking on Premises 


academic departments at CSULB have strict 
guidelines for dealing with plagiarism. The 
journalism department, for example, makes 
cases of plagiarism a permanent part of the 
student’s academic record. But what exactly 
is plagiarism? 

CSULB’s definition of plagiarism is: ‘*The 
act of using the ideas or work of another 
person or persons as if they were one’s own, 
without giving credit to the source ... . Ex- 
amples of plagiarism include, but are not 
limited to, the following: the submission of a 
work, either in part or in whole, completed 
by another; failure to give credit for ideas, 
statements, facts, or conclusions which 
rightfully belong to another ... .”’ 

Can getting out of writing a research 
paper be worth all the trouble one would 
have to go through to get it, much less the 
circumstances one would face if he or she 


were caught? Imagine that you have decided 
to purchase a term paper. ‘‘Who will be 
writing it?’’ you ask. According to Research 
*” working 
for them will complete your research for 
you. ‘‘Who is this ‘freelance writer’?’’ you 
ask. For all you know, he or she could be an 
uneducated buffoon, or perhaps the person 
writing your paper bought all his or her 
term papers in school, as well--not a comfor- 
ting thought. Besides, do you really want to 
give someone else the power to determine a 
large part of your grade? 

Finally, and most importantly, there is an 
ethical side to consider. In purchasing a 
term paper, you are cheating yourself of an 
education, the same education you pay for. 
One can buy his or her way through college, 
or mail away for a degree, but when it 
comes time to sink or swim in the real 


Assistance, a ‘‘freelance writer 


world, one’s education is a crucial element 
in survival. 

While money can’t buy love, health or 
happiness, one thing it can buy is a good, 
solid education. The learning is up to you. 
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Aid 

(Continued from page 6) 

to become a common borrower; most likely 
in the form of Guaranteed Student Loans 
(G.S.L.s). And wouldn’t you know it, there 
are several forms for G.S.L.s. All of them, 
except the Student Aid Application, are 
turned into the campus financial aid office. 
Aside from crossed eyes there is no further 
investment. One of the forms actually lets 
the student choose a lender from a list of 
120 banks, each with specific requirments. 
For example, you have to borrow at least 
$500 from Bank of America, and you 
can’t have any derogatory credit. They do 
allow you to borrow from additional 
lenders. The limits for borrowing are: 
freshmen and sophomores $2,625; juniors 
and seniors $4,000 and graduate students 
$7,500. 

Uncle Sam pays the interest fees, current- 
ly 7-9 percent per year, while you are in 
school. Six months after you cease to be 
enrolled at least half-time, the party’s over 
and it’s pay-back time. Assuming an 8 per- 
cent interest rate, a student who has borrow- 
ed $5,000 will be expected to make 84 mon- 
thly payments of $78. And you must—the 
government has ways of making you pay. 
Current tactics for dealing with student 
defaulters include filing bad credit references 
and garnishing wages. 

G.S.L.s and Pell Grants are the most 
popular money sources, but there are many 
others. With National Direct Student Loans, 
a scarce commodity, you borrow directly 
from the government, paying interest at five 
percent. The California Loan to Assist 
Students is another possibility, allowing 
undergraduates to borrow up to $3,000 per 
year, and $2,500 per year for graduates. 
Students admitted to CSULB under the 
Educational Opportunity Program, having 
demonstrated extreme need may apply for 
EOP Grants of up to $1,000 per year. 
Amateur students, or those in their first 
semester of college, may apply for Cal 


Grants. 
And then there are scholarships. While 


the other funds are based solely on financial 
need, scholarships are for those with 
something extra. “‘Extra’’ usually means 
good grades, a specific ethnic background 
and/or well-defined career goals. Organiza- 
tions love to play philanthropist. The finan- 
cial aid office’s* scholarship information 
bulletin board provides some interesting 
reading. Another source, closer to home, is 
your department’s office. 

With some determination and luck you 
should be able to score some cash ... and 
join the rest of America in debt. 
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THE JAPANESE 
GARDENS 
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COOL ANGLES 
FOR SUMMER DRESSING 


ROCK OUT with Esprit in this 
multi-color multi-stripe delight in 
the softest of cottons for sum- 
mer. White pants and shades, 
also by Esprit go anywhere with 
anything, down to the beach or 
out to lunch. 


When we think of Japanese, the words are cool, clean, and green. The Japanese 
Gardens are located on State University Drive, across from the Commons Dorms. 
They are open to the public Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday from 9 a.m. to 4 
p.m. and Sunday from 7 p.m. to 5 p.m. 


THREE LITTLE SHOTS SO COOL to combat the heat of summer. Pastels are always 
pretty, and a big straw hat (Esprit) helps to shade sensitive skin in .the summer. Generra’s 
name-shirt in pink and green goes anywhere Green striped tank and bandeau by Esprit. 
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Fiction By Chris Callard 


After a fine scrubbing/It shines with the clarity of 
wisdom/The purity of faith/No more arid egg yolk/Or 
acrid acrimonious bacon grease/No scent.or stain of 
past foodstuff at all./It is refreshed, reborn, resplendent- 
ly awaiting the next/Meal to be-fried./Clean and ready 
it is thusly kept/My meals separate, my life in distinct 
array,/And this means much to me. 


from A-Clean Frying Pan After Breakfast 
Astwork by Tom Laura 


Raw \yet) refined, vivid yet subdued, passionate yet 
tasteful, complex yet simple — these and many more ar- 
tistie, contradictions, much like the contradictions found 
in life itself, mark the work of CSULB poet-in-residence 
Leonard Runkle. ““There are contradictions found in’ life 
itself,’” he says with typical eloquence, ‘‘and so, thusly, 
should-there be in an artistic work.’’ 

Since arriving fromhis native.Duluth (not far, as he 
likes to put it, fromthe famed Mason-Dixon line), this 
‘‘poet laureate of cookware,”” this “‘verbal vegga-matic 
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Leonard R:-Keeper of the 
Kitchen Tradition 


virtuoso’’ has maintained : a Kecac: bim- -bam-bowie, fear 
Herculean schedule’ He ,teaches; makes special aps 


pearances, and guest lectures on his“ other passion 
— electrical wiring. “Why shouldn’t..I?’’ he asks, 
display ng the reckless bravado“ and fnear-manic 
obsessiveness that is so evident in his life and. work. 
**Califo ornia, for me, is the place to be, what with its fer: 
vent arts ‘scene pnd tony as the leader i in kitchen- 


Poet in Profile 


~ reading’ at the Sout 


this region is so justly famous.”’ 

Runckle energetically resembles a whirligig of a man 
as I follow. him one. whirlwind of an afternoon. From a 
land Cutlery Convention we jaunt to 
his apartment whete he explains the intricate circuitry of 
a favorite floor lamp. Then we lam/it)to the new toaster 
department at Dooley’s FE 
autographing copies” of his just published collection 
‘Electric Breakfast Soft Bread Doth Become Hard.”’ 
He never sags: 


‘dware Store fora session’ 
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TEST EQUIP, e KEYBOARDS © SWITCHES ® LED's 


AND MORE! 
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Physically this vivacious, spout-hole of a man suggests nothing 
less than—to make a comparison with one of his beloved subjects—a 
spatula. He’s thin and has a flat head. Kind of how Milton looked, 
I’m sure; ascetic, you know? ‘‘An ironic, yet fitting, bit of God’s 
hankiwork,’’ he intones, and you know he means “‘handiwork’’ but 
can’t keep from manipulating the language in revolutionary new 
ways. 

What’s right and fitting about this simile is you can tell, simply by 
inhabiting his same aura-space, that everything Lenard comes into 
contact with flips like a cosmic pancake. ‘You know, you’re right,” 
he tells me as we settle down in his own well-appointed kitchen to a 
tasty lunch of yak burger and Pop Tarts, and I feel ‘‘flipped’’ myself 
to know this wily, wonderful wordsmith has deigned to compliment 
my meager, measly musing. “‘I really see this world as one cosmic 
pancake, man. Yessir.”’ 

He speaks and, as the words escape his 
shiny, raw meat red lips, I can tell he’s smack-dab on the old 
markeepoo. Here is a transcendent soul capable of taking a half- bak- 
ed encounter, flipping it like the master poet/metaphysical chef he is, 
and slapping it raw batter-side down where the heat-searing grill of 
real life can finish its ‘‘work-in-progress.’’ You can tell this is so by 
looking into those artist/life-indulger eyes, the ones with the blood- 
shot latice-work of joyfully tragic existential experience embossed on 
the whites. This man, this icon, is attuned. Attuned! But if you’d 
followed him from way back when you knew he would be. Look at 
this—his first poem—written when twelve!—a harbinger— 
the product of a hot-flash zip-jolt ray-gun mind that hasn’t left him 
yet: Hot pad holders can be dainty/Elaborate or silly or bland/But 
their service is one that’s saintly/They keep heat from burning my 


hand. 
It was in the Great Pacific Northwest woods of middle Minnesota 


A Photographer's 
Best Friend Is The Fox 


Here's Why: 


FOX PHOTO COUPON 


je Qe 


DEVELOPING & PRINTING 


| 

| 

| 

Film developing and first set of prints from Disc, 110, | 

126 or 35mm color print roll film (full frame, C-41 pro- | 

cess). Coupon reproductions are not accepted. | 

Coupon may not be used with other offers or reprint | 

orders. One roll per coupon. Good through 9-6-87 at | 
any Fox Photo store. COUPON MUST ACCOMPANY 

ORDER. | 

| 

| 

| 

I 

I 


FOX PHOTO 7-HR LABS 


UNIVERSITY MAGAZINE/Spring 1987 


that the blond Nordic-American began his journey from pre-artistic 
lad to wandering skald. ‘‘I read all the great poets of antiquity,” 
Lenerd recalls. ‘‘Sappho, Virgil, Monkhouse, McKuen, etc. They 
sparked something in me, something higher and truer and good.”’ 
Working afternoons and evenings at his family’s processed cheese 
plant afforded little time for ‘‘scribbling,’’ as he humorously refers 
to it. (Then again, he sometimes refers to it as “‘ribbling,’’ *‘tibbl- 
ing’ or ‘‘grinell-ta-frapping.’’ Rarer still are the times he explains 
just what it zs he’s referring #o.) 

So the wee hours found him hunched over the kitchen table, 
penlight in hand. ‘‘Time was scarce, but I applied myself. And the 
kitchen, well, the kitchen had always been my favorite place.’” How 
foreshadowing! 

Hard work attended those nightly sessions and much good work 
resulted. But something was missing. ‘‘After ‘Hot Pad Holders’ I 
tried other topics — flowers, love, land development, canning 
techniques ... the usual stuff. But,’’ he says, (choosing his words 
carefully and brilliantly), ‘‘something was missing.’’ Lenny pauses 
and dramatically lights a cheroot. ‘‘Then, afflatus struck. 
Everlasting afflatus!’’ Seated at the table, blocked, at the end of his 
poetic rope, divine inspiration intervened on Lenid’s behalf. “I was 
trying to rhyme the word xiphoid and had really painted myself into 
an artistic corner, at the end of my poetic rope, so to speak. Sudden- 
ly, a voice filled the kitchen, a voice so commanding I put my life in- 
to its hands.’ It was, in fact, the voice of God. ‘‘At first He fumfer- 
red a bit. ‘Why don’t you write about that...um...that...” My atten- 
tion somehow went to the cheese grater that was hanging on our 
utensil rack. 

“*“Cheese grater?’ I asked. 

“““The grater, yes,’ He replied. ‘But it’s not necessarily just a 

cheese grater. It can grate many things.’ 
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Not a video game but a total sensory experience. After you've suited up in 
your helmet, control pod, power pack and phaser, you'll stalk through 
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BACKSTAGE VIDEO 


presents 


THE STING 


MOWIIE CLASSICS 


420-0111 
3376 Los Coyotes Diagonal, 
Long Beach, CA 90808 
(Next to Ralphs corner of Palo Verde, 
Wardlow and Los Coyotes Diagonal) 


““T see your point.’ 

““Carrots, for instance.’ 

“Or zucchini.’ 

***Zucchini is very good grated. As is celery, over a salad or in a 
meat loaf.’ : 

***So it is not simply a cheese grater, but a grater per se?’ 

“Yes, an all-encompassing grater. And I think you could get a 
right fine little ditty out of it.’ 

“‘What could I do? The poem flowed beautifully and I never again 
considered exploring anything other than kitchen-related themes.’’ 

We finish our meal — ‘‘the sustenance which sustains my 
muse,”’ as Larner fancifully calls it — and move into the den. Talk 
circles, squares and eventually centers on the world, this one we live 
in that demands so damn much from each of us. Within this world 
of apartheid and trade deficits there exists a question that still and 
always burns: Should art and politics entwine? Should the artist be 
strictly an artistic being, a political being, or an artistic/political be- 
ing? It is, don’t you know, still a hot one. Ouch! 

Len characteristically cuts through the knee-deep waffling, the 
fence-straddling so inherent in all such questions. He is, he proudly 
proclaims, a political artist. And what are his politics? True-blue 
American politics, that’s what. He’s not ashamed to admit to 
patriotism, as are so many of his fellow counter-culture compatriots. 
No sir! In his work, in fact, Runkel even shies away from writing 
about foreign crockery. 

“‘Sure, I went through the whole Marxist-Leninist-Socialist-Dada 
thing, as all artists do,’’ he explains. ‘‘Then one day I was con- 
templating a blender, coming up with a poem, and it just hit me. I 
saw, in a kind of allegorical way, how great our society and political 
system was.’’ It was, for him, a revelation. He agrees to recite the 
blender piece for me and I feel like Astro, the dog in the old 


SCREEN T.V. 


WATCH, YOUR FAVORITE SPORTS & SOAPS! 
EWE had T.V. REQUESTS! 


one slice of pizza 
onereg mixed green Salad 
one inedium soft drink 


5755 Pacific Coast Hwy./Long Beach/(213) 597-0335 
(At Bellflower Blvd.. in the RALPH'S Shopping Center) 


INQUIRE ABO BANQUET ROOM and GROUP RAT 


Jetsons cartoon, longing to yell out ‘‘Row rau ra roo!’’ 

Popping in a cassette with an assured flick of the finger, Runcal 
reveals himself a true techno-music buff-fanatic. ‘‘I usually play 
music during my readings,’’ he answers in response to my 
idolatrous remark. ‘‘Over the years I’ve become rather proficient or, 
if I may say, stylish when it comes to popping tapes into their 
machines.’’ This done, the poet begins while the tune ‘‘Ragtime 
Cowboy Bill’’ accents his performance. With an angle-worm-like 
grace, Larnid dances across the room, head swivelling and legs In- 
dian rubber loose. Arms akimbo, eyes aflame, he appears induced in- 
to a mystical, almost Eastern Balinesian state. I sit rapt, absolute- 
ly agog. Even the bit of yak burger I burp up cannot divide my 
attention. A voice both proud and powerful, a voice so com- 
manding, a voice combining the clarity of wisdom and the purity 
of faith, a clarion of holy angelic squeaky-nasal common man 
grace imparts the words: 

Open the lid and pour ‘em all in/Spaghetti, Guacamole, Chop 
Suey, Sauerkraut/Sushi, Frog Legs, Fish and Chips, even 
Borscht/All of ‘em, any of ‘em, and so many more./Cover it up, 
hit the button, and thar she goes/WHIRRRR! ZZZZZZZ! J] ]]J- 
J!/Pour it back out and what’ve you got?/One solid, 
homogeneous, pureed mass of humanity, that’s what./America 
isn't the great melting pot anymore/America is the Great 
Blender! 

from—The Great Blender 

‘‘That poem ended up saying it all for me. Now I won’t even con- 
sider writing about something like the Ginsu knife.’’ 

And so it goes, am I right? Such it is, so they say. Men may die 
but a poet lives on, a poet whose name I can’t find once said. Thank 
God it is so for, unlike most people, Longred Uncle will be around 
for a long, long time even after he’s dead. Hurrah! Q 
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Orange County 

(Continued from page 25) 

under-the-Porsche-turbo-polaroids commodities broker replied, “‘It’s 
money man, money.”’ 

“Ok,” I said ‘‘Then let’s ask it which costs more, a hand-crafted, 
imitation-leather tote bag by Gucci or a pair of three-inch, satin 
Perry Ellis pumps laden in rhinstones?’’ 

Rather than blow my cover any further, I sat quietly back and 
watched these three grown men sniff cocaine, chant capitalistic in- 
cantations and make deals with the Devil for monetary gain. I 
couldn’t help but think of the Satanic Bible’s first satanic statement: 
“*Satan represents indulgence instead of abstinence.’’ And the sim- 
ple fact was that I couldn’t have swung a dead, black cat around 
without hitting an ample number of over-indulgers. Could Anton 
LeVey’s ‘‘religion of the flesh’’ be the California Dream I had been 
seeking? 

Carin, a girlfriend to one of the planchette-pushing Perry 
Masons, told me the Lord Jesus was her dream and guiding light, 
and that she was especially happy that more people were returning 
to the church and the Lord’s ways. 

“‘That’s beautiful,’’ I said as we shared a bong load of opiated 
hashish and mashed-up Valium. 

During a lull in one of her many cocaine-laced, snot-blowing 
laughing spasms, Soda managed to introduce me to Aaron, the 
village mystic, astrologist, numerologist and the party’s token weir- 
do. He read my palm and told me that I was OK, but that I needed 
to get in touch with my psyche. He told me he could do this for only 
30 bucks. Besides being Newport’s ‘‘party animal Jeanne Dixon,”’ 
Aaron admitted being a closet clothing designer. ‘Party wear’’ he 
called it; synthetic evening attire. He envisioned himself an under- 
cover Rayon warrior, a polymetric fiber Batman battling party stains 
through modern chemistry. He claimed to have developed a fabric 
which couldn’t be stained by any organic substance (sort of like 
McDonalds’ uniforms). 

“Say you drink too much Thunderbird,’’ he said ,‘‘and you up- 
chuck all over your sweater; it’s no problem, because the vomit will 
just bead into little barf chunkies and roll right off. It’s stain proof, 
fade proof and microwave safe.’’ Fashions worthy of Gemco. 

It was 2 a.m. when I threw up on Carol’s brand new Birkenstocks. 
It was 2:30 when I was physically ostracized from the party — this 
occurred when it was discovered that I had comitted the un- 
forgivable faux pas of being Porscheless and enrolled in a school of 
humanities. And it was 3 a.m. when my mind sang the National 
Anthem and went off the air. 

At 5:30 I awoke in the Beemer’s front seat. Soda, gripped in the 
clutches of an all-coked-up-and-nowhere-to-go syndrome, sat silently 
next to me gazing into the morning. 

‘*Well,’’ she said, realizing I was awake, ‘‘did you find what you 
were looking for?’’ 


6c 


“I don’t know,’’ I said ,chipping the dried vomit from my 
rented C&R sportcoat and Phi Beta necktie. 

I had consumed ridiculous amounts of harmful drugs, donned a 
sadly appropriate Reagan-youth uniform, driven around in an over- 


priced German Toyota and trudged through a swamp of gimme, 
gimme, gimme priorities, all in an attempt to find the California 


Dream. I lit up a clove, collected my thoughts and contemplated the 
night’s blatant contradictions. 

As the morning sun’s first rays cascaded over the Beemer’s 
frosted windshield and the last lungful of sweet smoke escaped 
through my nostrils, I was left with the depressing conclusion that 
the (Newport) California Dream is nothing more than the acquisi- 
tion of the means to pursue it. Q 
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yogurt comes 
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(Bellflower and Carson) 
Long Beach, CA 
Phone: 429-2028 
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free styling with 
haircut, $18 
expires 7-31-87 


Jolynn Vensel 


“Look, Mommy! Look at all the big 
fishes. Do they bite, Mommy?’’ asked the 
inquisitive 4-year-old while tugging on his 
mother’s shirt sleeve. 

“‘No, darling. They don’t bite and 
they’re called dolphins, not fishes.”’ 

“But why aren’t they fishes Mommy? 
They live in the water like fishes do?”’ 

' The mother looked patiently into the in- 
quiring brown eyes. 

‘*They’re not fishes because they breathe 
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through the hole on top of their heads. So 
they must come to the surface of the water 
for air. Fishes have gills instead of a hole so 
they can breathe underwater.”’ 

The questions and answers continued. 
Finally satisfied, the child and his mother 
left the observation tank and proceeded to 
the killer whale show. 

Does this bring back memories of going to 
Marineland for the first time as a young 
child? When questions and excitement 
flowed and our buns burned while sitting on 
the sun scorched bleachers to watch the 
shows? 

Marineland — the educational landmark 
located on the picturesque Palos Verdes 
Peninsula. Where millions of school 
children have laughed at the antics of the 
dolphins and were awestruck at the giant 
size of the killer whales. Where high school 
and college students have worked to buy 
that new-used sports car or pay their way 
through school. Where sick or injured seals, 
sea lions, and birds have been nursed back 
to health at the animal care center, the only 
existing facility of it’s kind in Southern 
California. Well, Marineland is no more. 

On Dec. 30, 1986, a book-publishing firm, 
Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, bought the 
marine park for $23.4 million. The 
corporation also owns four theme parks 


around the country including the Sea 
Worlds in San Diego and Orlando, Florida. 
According to a newspaper source, Harcourt 
Brace officials said they had planned to con- 
tinue operating Marineland until they 
discovered it would cost $25 million to 
repair and renovate the facility. 

Originally, the company purchased 
Marineland for its two killer whales, Orky 
and Corky-the park’s main attractions. 
Secretively, on the night of Jan. 20, the two 
whales were transported by truck to Sea 
World in San Diego. According to officials, 
the original reason for the move was so that 
the mammals could breed with Sea World’s 
three killer whales. Harcourt later announc- 
ed that it moved the whales because they 
were being kept in a tank that was too small 
which put them ‘“‘in danger.’ All of 
Marineland’s marine animals and fish, ap- 
proximately 2,000, have been dispersed 
throughout the company’s parks across the 
nation. 

Since the move, two of the Marineland 
dolphins and three seals have died. The 


‘animals apparently died of causes 


unrelated to the move but Marineland of- 
ficials are outraged. One of the dolphins, 
Sundance, a male estimated to be 7 to 8 
years old, died from head injuries ‘‘that 
came as a result of some aggressive activities 
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with another male,’? a Sea World 
spokeswoman said. 
Bud Krames, a former Marineland 


trainer, said Sea World was warned not to 
place Sundance in a tank with other males 
because they would fight for a dominant 
position, ‘‘We know for a fact that Sun- 
dance was in tip-top shape. Anybody with 
common sense knows that you don’t put a 
young male in with an adult male.’’ 

The other dolphin, Echo, a 29 year-old 
female, was in good health when she left 
Marineland and was still nursing her calf. 
But Sea World officials said that Echo had 
not had a medical examination for two years 
and had died from an infection that was left 
untreated after the birth. 

‘Why the hell would they transfer 
animals if they were sick?”’ 
former Marineland trainer. 


asked one 


The bottom line is that due to bad publici- 
ty and community hostility triggered by the 
park’s closure, the new owners have put 
Marineland on the auction block. 

“It’s not surprising they threw in the 
towel,’’ said Palos Verdes Mayor Mel 
Hughes , suggesting that HBJ were in over 
their heads. 

One of the harshest critics of Harcourt 
Brace Jovanovich, Councilman Bob Ryan 
said, ‘‘At this point, it’s like the Nazis shot 
another victim. Anybody who pays more 
than 20 cents for that property is nuts. A 
smart developer is going to know that place 
has an emotional stigma on it.”’ 

And the heat is on. One group is trying 
their hardest to get Marineland re-opened. 
Citizens To Save Marineland, founded by 
Bryant Winchell and his wife Helen, was 
established on Feb. 1, approximately one 
month after Harcourt Brace Jovanovich 
purchased the park. 

“‘The reason we became _ involved,’’ 
replied the retired Arco employee with 
strong conviction, “‘is because Helen and I 
have never been cause-type people. But this 
time, dammit, we weren’t going to wring 
our hands and let other people do it ... 
Helen made calls to friends and volunteers 
and soon we had enough people to really 
start the ball rolling and put pressure on 
Jovanovich.”’ 

The next step was petitions. Booths were 
set up at Port’s O’Call in San Pedro for 
donations as well as signatures. Volunteers 
roamed the highways and byways of Palos 
Verdes for collections and ‘‘John 
Hancocks.’’ Letters were sent out to politi- 
cians in search for support. And some 
“‘causers’” even picketed Sea World in San 
Diego. So far, over 40,000 signatures have 
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Dont compete 
witha 
Kaplan student— 


be one. 


Why? Consider this: More stu- 
dents increase their scores after 
taking a Kaplan prep course than 
after taking anything else. 

Why? Kaplan's test-taking tech- 
niques and educational programs 
have 50 years of experience be- 
hind them. We know students. 
And we know what helps boost 
their confidence and scoring 
potential. 

So if you need preparation for 
the: LSAT, GMAT, MCAT, GRE, DAT, 
ADVANCED MEDICAL BOARDS, 
TOEFL, NURSING BOARDS, NTE, 
CPA, INTRO. TO LAW, SPEED 
READING, or others, call us. 

Why beat a disadvantage? 


Led 

*® KAPLAN 
STANLEY H. KAPLAN EDUCATIONAL CENTER LTD. 
ENROLLING NOW! Visit us at 
our center. 688 El Camino Real, 
Tustin, CA 92680. Or call us 
days, evenings or weekends. 

Our phone’ number: 


(714) 731-3059. 


been obtained and the money raised has 
gone towards phone bills, insurance for 
rallies and stamps for mailings. 

Other strategies of CTSM_ include 
Public Service announcements on Channel 
3, a local Palos Verdes cable station; broad- 
casts on K-FOX, a Redondo Beach radio sta- 
tion; and a newly formed membership drive 
which will raise money for the cause and 
solicit volunteers. 

“I believe in prosperity,’’ said Beverly 
McLaughlin, the energetic dynamo in 
charge of the membership club. ‘‘At the 
beginning we were told we couldn’t do 
anything. But we have them squirming in 
their seats. We’ve got to work, not struggle, 
to get Marineland back.’’ 

“If we don’t have enough money to rent 
a billboard, why not rent Bob’s belt 
buckle,’’ joked Terry Samansky, the former 
curator of the animal care center at 
Marineland. The CTSM_ group laughed 
and cheered. Bob Allen, a volunteer at the 
park which closed on Feb. 11, is a good- 
humored and heavyset man who wears a 
gold belt buckle the size of a 3-by-5 index 
card. Prior to Terry’s remark, the group of 
approximately 90 supporters ranging in age 
from 10 - 62, were discussing ideas about 
campaigning their cause through the use of 
billboards. One young woman caught up in 
the momentum of the brainstorm, suggested 
using the slogan ‘‘The Fight Has Just 
Begun.’’ “‘It’s a wonderful idea,’’ agreed 
Connie Lufkin, one of the publicity chairper- 
sons for C TS M ‘‘But I talked to three dif- 
ferent organizations that do _ billboards 
everywhere from Santa Rosa south to San 
Diego and the bottom line the man said is 
that if you don’t have $3,000 a month to 
commit there’s really nothing we can talk 
about.’’ ‘‘How bout the Padres 
scoreboard?’’ asked an enthusiastic voice 
from the back of the meeting room. 

One small-scale but welcomed achieve- 
ment came by surprise from El Camino Col- 
lege in Torrance. Their English Department 
boycotted the handbook published by Har- 
court Brace Jovanovich ‘‘as a stand against 
the closing of a local educational and enter- 
tainment landmark.”’ 

‘The most devastating loss,’’ said Win- 
chell, ‘‘is that Marineland was more than 
anything an educational institution. Emo- 
tions have run rampant. Our motivation to 
keep this campaign going has been aroused 
by the callousness of Harcourt Brace 
Jovanovich and the irresponsible deaths of 
Marineland animals.”’ 

At a meeting between the Board of Direc- 
tors and Administrative Committee of 
CTSM and Peter Jovanovich, Vice- 
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President of the firm, the latter said, ‘‘I 
don’t know if I will ever get over this bad 
publicity. I’m getting letters from people 
saying I’m an animal killer.”’ 

“The meeting was basically a 
non-event,’’ said Susan Brooks, a publicity 
chairperson for CTSM ‘‘But we exist. 
We still exist. And we are here to rebuild 
Marineland.’’ 

The significant decisions reached by both 
parties at the meeting include: HBJ will 
donate 2 to 3 acres of land and spend 
$250,000 to rebuild a new animal care facili- 
ty not necessarily on the Marineland site; 
HBJ will not sell the park until the fate of 
the treatment center has been decided; the 
property will be kept off the market until 
community tensions ease; Orky and Corky’s 
names have been reinstated at Sea World; 
Sea World will report within 24 hours the 
death of any Marineland animal to the Na- 
tional Marine Fisheries Service. 

‘“‘Things are moving along,’’ said Rick 
McGarrity, the big voice behind the small 
man and the charismatic leader of CT S M, 
Three months ago Marineland was nothing 
more than a barricade. A few weeks ago we 
met with the executive Vice-President 
because of all the work that has been done 
out there. The pressure is on from the com- 
munity and he knows it. And that is the on- 
ly reason that they flew in an executive Vice 
President up here to talk with us. Based on 
that, just keep squeezing. That’s the only 
thing they understand and they’re respon- 
ding to it.”’ 

What next? A door-to-door census, re- 
quiring 40-50 volunteers to trek all over the 
Palos Verdes Peninsula. The question: Do 
you want an aquatic facility on the 


Marineland site? 
C TSM « are extremely hopeful that HBJ 


will reverse their decision and re-open the 
now defunct park. They realize that if this 
possible dream comes true, it will take many 
months of hard work and labor to refurbish 
the 33-year-old oceanarium which was the 
West Coast’s first aquatic theme park. 

““We’ve got a golden goose and we need a 
few more people to make a success with it,”’ 
said Winchell. 

Currently, there are former Marineland 
employees working at Sea World in San 
Diego. But there are no hard feelings 
towards these people, said Winchell, because 
they are at Sea World to ensure the health, 
safety and welfare of ex-Marineland animals. 
‘‘They offered me a job,’’ quipped Saman- 
sky. ““But besides the fact that they didn’t 
pay enough, I said no because if this is the 
way the animal business is run, I don’t want 
any part of it.’’ 
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Beep 

(Continued from page 19) 

spent to clothe this customer, graph paper 
granny, ignoring me (I had no machine), 
leaned across and spoke to Joe Beemer. As 
she did so, her pungent perfume smacked 
me like Mike Tyson and as I reeled back 
from the jasmine scent, head spinning, knees 
weak, I heard her say, ‘‘So, what’s yours in 
for?”? 

(I’m sorry, I know it’s not polite to 
eavesdrop but, what the heck, it’s fun.) 

‘Well,’ the Reebok warrior said, ‘I’m 
not sure exactly. It records the caller, then 
rewinds itself and plays all my messages to 
the person. I’m now getting calls from peo- 
ple I don’t even know asking if there is a 
two dollar charge, plus toll, for listening to 
my life.”” 

I felt like saying, ‘‘Oh yeah, what’s the 
number?’’ But I refrained. It had nothing to 
do with the fact that he was bigger than me 
by a couple of hundred muscles. I like my 
teeth. Instead, I leaned back and looked 
down the row of people with their little 
machines sitting on their laps. One Asian 


gentleman had his in the original box. I bet 
he still has the styrofoam packing too. A 


young lady had hers in an Alpha 
Beta brown bag, another person in a Hefty 
trash bag and one bold, fearless lad held his 
naked to the world. I felt like I was at a pet 
hospital, the way everybody kept looking at 
other peoples’ machines while stroking their 
own. 

Eventually, my number was called and 
lucky for me, a new tape only cost $15. 
What a bargain. If you want to get rich, 
open an answering machine clinic and you’ ll 
make mega-bucks, guaranteed. 

An answering machine is vital for people 
who are perpetually someplace else. And/or 


those of us who feel their life has too much 
meaning to miss anything. A message 


minder can make you either more responsi- 
ble or harder to find. So remember that peo- 
ple with machines are human, too, and if 
you’d like to vacuum my apartment, call 
me. Ill be sure to answer the phone per- 
sonally, just not around the first of the 


month. Q 


ROTC 


(Continued from page 10) 

actions of this nature in Vietnam, he 
hesitates, as if deciding whether the ques- 
tioner is just after gore, or is someone worth 
expending a little of what is obviously a very 
personal memory on. Then pensively, he 
tells the story of an artillery unit he com- 
manded during a brief firefight. 

‘‘The VC attacked the convoy we were 
guarding with rockets and mortars. A cou- 
ple of my kids got hit with machine gun 
ince 

Just then a whistle blows, and the assault 
team of the Ranger patrol opens fire on the 
phony radio-jamming station. The pop of 
M-16s firing blanks ricochets through the 
oaks and scrub, sharply bringing into focus 
the reality of the situation. 

This raid--conducted in the warmth of the 
California springtime--may just be an exer- 
size in management-training skills for now. 
But fickle winds blowing out of Washington 
could quickly transform it into something 
considerably more dangerous than the cor- 
porate jungle. Hot spots in Central America 
or elsewhere could ignite--becoming full- 
scale conflicts at any time. In such a case 
these cadets would be the junior officers at 
their generation’s battle fronts. But then, 
young men have faced the prospect of war 
for thousands of years. If the chance of 
banishing it from the world is at best 
remote, then perhaps the men charged with 
waging it should be schooled in the arts of 
peace. ROTC cadets are held responsible for 
the same liberal arts requirements as other 
students. Any of the participants in today’s 
Challenge could conceivably be enrolled in 
classes taught by anti-ROTC faculty. 

Cadet Dennis Schmidt has attended lec 
tures in Professor Brophy’s English class. 
“T’d love to say that I disagree with 
everything he says,’’ Schmidt admits. “‘But 


I don’t.” OQ 
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GET YOUR FUTURE 
OFF THE GROUND 


Imagine breaking the sound barrier in a jet fighter. . . flying air 
defense missions . . . circling the globe with essential supplies and 
equipment. As an Air Force pilot, you can have experiences most 
people only dream about. 

If you qualify, you can take off with Air Force ROTC. We'll give you 
leadership training and sponsor FAA-approved flying lessons. You 
may also qualify for a scholarship that can pay college expenses plus 
$100 per academic month, tax free. After graduation, you're off to the 
intensive and rigorous undergraduate pilot training program. 

Check out Air Force ROTC today. If you have what it takes, you could 
wear the silver wings of an Air Force pilot. 


a For more intormation contact: 


LEADERSHIP EXCELLENCE STARTS HERE AIR FORCE ROTC OL 055B 
CAL STATE UNIVERSITY LONG BEACH 


(213) 498-5743 
AiR FORCE 
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Right. It’s the morning of your last final 
before graduation and suddenly Communist 
bastards drop one or ten or hundreds of big 
ol’ radioactive doodads on the Home of the 
Brave. 

Nuclear war...double-you double-you eye 
eye eye... The Big One comes down. Sounds 
like a helluva way to avoid responsibilities to 
me. Extra time for Attitude Adjustment and 
Stress Relief. Most young job-market-bound- 
and-gagged folks pray for it daily. 

See, college students are nervous animals. 
Just mention drug-testing, lie detectors, cor- 
porate interviews or the inevitability of 
becoming just another cog in the Life 
Machine and they scurry for safety behind 
the nearest rock. 

So you can understand where a full-scale 
nuclear attack would be beneficial in 
eliminating life’s peskier difficulties. 

Granted, nuclear combat is a really nasty 
thing and all, but every cloud’s gotta have a 
silver lining somewhere and never mind the 
damned plutonium content. 

Okay, Zero Hour. First things first-grab 
your main squeeze, you'll need company. 
Next, go see Cal. Secure a 4x4 and a big 
Harley. Steal a bunch of swords and 
shotguns to waste unruly mutants. Whip 
over to Ralphs and stock up on burgers, 
weenies and breakfast cereal with either 
sugar or marshmallows as the main ingre- 
dient, like Ghostbusters or Smurfberry 
Crunch. Quick energy stuff. While you’re 
there, hit the liquor department and take 
everything expensive. You can afford it 
now. No more Lucky Lager or plain-wrap 
vodka in post-toasty America. 

You’ve now got all the friendship, ar- 
tillery and protein you need for the Big 
Roadtrip. Imagine scribbling down a list 
naming all the activities so recently made 
available. Big list, huh? But not un- 
manageable. You divide it up, and it goes 
something like this: 

Sight Seeing 

Remember The Helstrom Chronicle? 
Sure you do. It told how bugs were gonna 
take over when humankind bought the Big 
Apartment Complex. Well, now’s about the 
time. Cockroaches and their ilk skitter right 
on up the food chain and inherit the earth, 
with Sea Monkeys and certain turtles in a 
close second forming the blue collar 
workforce. How bitchen will this be? Six- 
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foot-tall insects take over all those job oppor- 
tunities you studied so hard to grab. And 
you just run around and enjoy the Big Vaca- 
tion. Hopefully, they'll suffer stress-related 
heart attacks, too. 

What other sights await you in the Post- 
Nuclear Playhouse? Probably a_hyper- 
thyroid version of unbelievablity, to put it 
mildly. Hellishly colorful sunsets, animals 
and plants Dr. Seuss couldn’t dream up on a 
headfull of acid, tons of freshly sculpted 
modern art, and the list goes on. Don’t 
bother taking any pictures, though, *cuz the 
whole world is rolling through the 
equivalent of an airport x-ray blaster with 
annoying permanence. Relax and enjoy it 
for yourself. 

Collecting Material Wealth 

It’s what you wanted to do before the war 
anyway, only now it’s much easier..-Ever 
wanted that special guitar from the local 
music store but thought the cost too much 
for a shaved wood block with some Radio 
Shack parts stuck on? Well ... Hang on. 
Wait a sec. Let’s not be trivial here. Boats, 
planes, banks, continents ... And your 
charge card glows in the dark. 

Remember a rule, though. Don’t filch 
your Saab 900 Turbo and mansion-by-the- 
sea from bigger life forms after they’ve 
already made their claims. Ignoring this ad- 
vice will result in severe bodily damage- 


possibly worse than catching a Nuclear Sur- 
prise Pack right in the cranium. 
Wrecking Things 

Driving bulldozers through grocery 
stores. Blowing up piers. Making 
skyscrapers go boom. Forcing ocean liners 
to do the Submarine. Setting fire to 
wherever the hell they broadcast MTV 
from. 

This appeals to the little kid in all of us. 
Just like blowing up Revell models with 
ladyfingers. The harder things fall, the more 
satisfying it is to take responsibility for the 
action. 

Pounding Mutants 

Bend ’em, break ’em, whack ’em 
silly—they’re mutants and they’re here for 
you to pummel. Microwaved goofballs will 
be the Costellos, Curlies and Laurels to our 
Abbotts, Moes and Hardies. 

““George, look at this pretty piece of 
fallout I got.’’ 

“‘Uhhh, Lenny, come over here.’ 

You get the picture. Swack. Bam. Boom. 

Unless they’ve got a foul temper (but 
that’s why you brought the swords and 
shotguns, remember?), Nuke Buddies will 
provide endless hours of fun and enjoyment 
when you can’t think of anything else to do. 
They’d also serve as better safety precau- 
tions than a weekly firedrill. 

‘*Ooh, heck! Is that a live warhead layin’ 
over there?”’ 

**Gol, I dunno! Get Rosco to go check it 
out.”’ 

Now some of you out there in the newly 
extensive flatlands have got to be saying, 
‘*Wow, how cruel!’’ Maybe. But let’s ap- 
proach the idea rationally. One blast made 
them mutants...so another’d create...better 
mutants. Simple. 

Does this picture appeal to you? Does this 
Real Man’s Life business seem the only way 
to live? Does it thrill you to think about do- 
ing nothing but bashing nuclear kooks and 
becoming the richest biped in what’s left of 
the world? 

Me too. 

So get out there and do your part. Be rude 
to Communists. Write threatening letters to 
world chiefs. Crank-phone-call unstable 
Middle Eastern countries. Get wild. Get out- 
ta control. But most of all, get somebody 
somewhere to push the damned button. We 
need to take some time off and have a blast. 
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4°87 Jet America, Inc. 


THE AIRLINE 
THAT’S AT YOUR SERVICE 
WITH LOW FARES. ~ 


The businessmen who founded Jet America wanted to create a 
new approach to air travel—an airline that paid special attention 
to the personal needs of travelers. “That Personal Touch” at low _ 
fares has given travelers a new and better choice, with fine dining 
and full beverage service. An extra flight attendant for extra 
attention. Special touches like hot hand towels, even in co 
And with Jet America, you can fly in first class luxury at the 
same price as coach on many other airlines. 
Today, Jet America is expanding to include more 
flights to more destinations. And now we offer coordi-_ 
-nated flight connections with Alaska and Horizon 
Airlines for more choices than ever. : 
Everyone who works at Jet America takes a lot of — 
personal pride and satisfaction in giving you the finest 
service, both on the ground and in the air. One flight 
and you'll know why they say our service has “That 
Personal Touch.’ 
And we hope you'll take us up on it! 


For reservations call your Travel Agent or Jet America 


213/595-0555 714/752-4933 
800/421-7574 


JET AMERICA yack. 


IT TAKES TOOLS TO 
BUILD A FUTURE. 


Somewhere out there is the career that you’ve been 
working toward. And your diploma is an important tool 
in attaining your goals and building the future you want. 
However it takes many tools to build your future, and one 
of the most necessary is sound financial planning with a 
dependable institution such as Home Bank. 


At Home Bank our experienced staff understands the needs 

of developing young professionals. We take the time to get to know 

you and help answer any questions you may have. We offer a com- 

plete range of banking services, custom designed to your particular 

needs and with the ability to adapt and grow as you grow. For instance. . . 

our 24 hour teller card gives you complete access to your funds, anytime, day 

or night (a particularly useful tool for those busy days ahead). Of course we also 

offer a full range of checking and savings accounts as 

well as a variety of Time Deposit Accounts. 


| 
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So stop by and let one of our financial counselors 
help you develop the program that’s right for you. 
Knowing our customers...knowing their needs... 
and responding to those needs. For over 36 years 
Home Bank has understood what it takes to be 
successful. 
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We Take Pride 
In Serving You: 


dp 2633 Cherry Ave. 
Signal Hill, CA 90806 


IS (@)\VWAEH| (213) 426-8166 
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Office locations include: Brea, Fountain Valley, Hacienda Heights, Los Alamitos, 
Paramount, Redondo Beach, Westminster, Signal Hill, 
Manhattan Beach, Lynwood and Irvine. 


